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Prologue 


Disclaimer: This story is fiction. No harm was meant to the reputations of any real person portrayed in this 


piece of fiction, nor am | insinuating anything about their sexual orientation 


Author's Note: This story should reach NC-I eventually and will contain violence, be warned. Any feedback is 
appreciated. This is my first RPS fic (as if you couldn't tell)! 


The strains of the guitar still sounded in the smoke filled room, seductive and exhilarating. Zeppelin. Slash smiled 
around the cigarette in his mouth and closed his eyes, sinking further into the leather chair. He was so 
comfortably buzzed that he didn't feel self-conscious appearing so spaced in a room full of people. He let the 


myriad sounds in the room soak into his consciousness. 


A curse first of all. Too close; Slash resisted the urge to shift. Some guy too drunk to avoid banging into the 
tables piled high with alcohol and junk food. 


Then the soft, dry sound he'd always liked from adolescence... removing his lips from the cigarette and taking 
its negligible weight between two fingers; the lazy woosh of the exhalation of smoke. 


The voices came from all around. The high, abrasive tones of a young female rhapsodizing about something or 
other. A cheery young man Slash thought he could remember from the studio. The accent had stuck in his 


mind. 


It was all so joyful, Slash realised. The sound of the party created an effervescing potion of laughs and shouts. 
That wasn't right, he thought, not true. 


And then he heard it.. 
"Fuck! lz.. man, haven't you had enough?" 


Slash chuckled. It was alright, not all the world had taken their happy pills. Axl Rose was annoyed. That was 


reassuring... that was normal. 


He just caught Izzy's quieter, but just as strained, reply. "Who are you? My mother? Fuck off and have some 
fun Axl." 


The conversation seemed to have ended. Slash hadn't heard it, but he assumed one of the men had walked off 
in disgust. Probably Izzy, Axl wasn't often one to sense when his tenacity would get him nowhere. 


Slash sighed and opened his eyes almost unwillingly. The party was dead for him, so he sidled through the mass 
of bodies and went through the open door, breathing in the fresh air of the corridor. And found himself 
staring straight into the calculating eyes of Axl. 


He hadn't realised the conversation he'd caught had drifted to him from here. He sized Axl up. The cigarette 
was being taken from the singer's mouth and put back in with frequent, sharp moves. He was scowling, just 
slightly. His form seemed tense under the tight hugging top and his eyes dared Slash to confront him. 

Slash wasn't one to turn down a dare. 

"Enjoying the party?" Slash congratulated himself on the sarcasm that his words almost dripped with. 


He waited for the reply. A witty comeback if Axl was in any kind of a good mood. A scathing insult if he wasn't. 


But it never came. Axl dropped the butt of his cigarette to the floor with a graceful flick of his wrist and 


stamped it out. His eyes never left Slash's face until he turned and walked away down the corridor. 


Slash blinked. The ash from his cigarette fell. He had never thought to expect silence from Axl. ".. the hell?" His 


voice was a whisper. 


He thought he'd got to know all that Axl Rose was about. 


He was wrong. 


Closeness 


Disclaimer: As first chapter. 


A/N: Thanks for all the reviews; you're all very welcoming. :) | can't promise to update very regularly as l'm 


one of those terribly slow writers, but I'll try my best. 


~ Two months later ~ 


A frown appeared on Duff's face as he waited for Slash to choose his move and put his cards down. Not 
because he was impatient with Slash; but because he was thinking about their surroundings again. Their 
management had insisted that they use a tour bus for the last leg of the tour as there were problems with 
access at some of the venues. And it wasn't like they hadn't been in close quarters together before, but that, 
Duff reminded himself, was before they got.. well, how could it be put otherwise? Before they got famous. 


He was anticipating fireworks, and lots of them; even though, excluding Axl, they were generally quite laid back 
guys. But that amount of testosterone and alcohol in such a confined place was bound to be a little incendiary. 
And then of course, there was going to be groupies... Fucking helll 

"You playin’ man?" 

Duff snapped back to reality and saw that Slash was waiting now. He glanced down at his cards and sighed. 


"I'm out." 


Slash grinned around the cigarette in his mouth. "Third time in a row. I'm on a winning streak! Wanna deal 


again?" 
"Nah." Duff looked at his watch. "Shouldn't they be back by now? We're gonna leave in about ten minutes." 


Slash shrugged flippantly. "Stocking a bus up with booze is a complicated operation.. especially with Steve in 


tow, if he's still as jazzed as he was earlier." 


A shadow passed over Duff's face at this remark. "Did you notice how he was in rehearsals yesterday?" he 
asked hesitantly. "He messed up loads of times." 


"Yeah, well.. Axtll sort him out if it gets too bad." Slash laughed and Duff wondered uncomfortably if there was 


an unpleasant tone beneath the humour. 


‘I'm surprised Axl didn't say anything yesterday. Do you think he hasn't been acting quite himself lately?" 


Slash started making a pyramid of cards, his deft hands making it easy work despite the whiskey he'd already 
consumed. "| think he's still preoccupied over that Tracy.. Stacey... bird. And thank god if he isn't acting like 
himself, we could all do with a break of that!" 


"Slash... Fuck, man, that's a little harsh." 


Slash looked at Duff with a questioning glare but didn't defend his comment; instead, he rose from the chair 


and walked into the sleeping area, with the farewell statement: "Wake me when something interesting happens." 
Duff chuckled and then took over Slash's vacated chair. He set to work on finishing the pyramid. 


A sharp bang made him look up and he saw Izzy struggling to open the door to the bus with each hand 
carrying two bags of clinking bottles. He went over and held the door open and watched Axl follow Izzy in with 
the same amount of booze, and cigarettes Duff thought he saw too. Steven sidled in last, not carrying 
anything, and looking a little unstable. Duff helped him see where the opening was. 


Axl was watching all of this, scowling, as Izzy busied himself with putting bottles in random cupboards in a 

random order. Duff could guess what he was thinking about: the concert in two days time, and whether Steven 
would be fit. Or Slash for that matter, Duff thought. It was encroaching on all of them now, even Axl. Not the 
drugs or the alcohol, they had those before. But the availability, the surrounding shallowness that led them to 


overdo it. 


Duff worried occasionally about how it was affecting their playing, but he shrugged it off most of the time; 
willing to relax into the hands of the reputation created for them if it suited his purpose. But Axl took it so 
seriously, Duff could see the way Axl's own mind exaggerated a slip on a note. To Duff it would be a minor 

mistake, sometimes missed and easily forgotten, to Axl it would mean the ruin of the whole song, sometimes 


of the whole set. Axl's own mind would destroy him sooner than any outside substance. 


Steven's muscular arm settled itself over Duff's shoulders. His laughter tickled on the back of Duffs neck. 
"You wouldn't be-lieve how much we friggin’ spent Duffy," his words were slurred, and he didn’t notice when 


Duff winced at the expansion of his name, "tell him Axl!" 
Axl's frown grew more pronounced. "Shut up Steven. Go to bed and just fucking sleep it of fl" 


Duff forced himself not to smile, Axl would only get more pissed if he thought he was being mocked. But Duff 


couldn't help but feel amused by Axl's tone as he knew it never worked on a very artificially happy Steven. 
"Shh Axl!" Steven put a finger to his mouth earnestly. "You'll wake the crows!" 


Duff turned to look at the head resting lightly on his arm. "You what?" 


Steven looked up at him with bleary eyes. "Huh? ‘You what what Duffy?" 


Duff patted the drummer on the back consolingly with his free arm and motioned to Axl with a tilt of his head 
to help him direct Steven to a bed. Axl sneered at him but moved anyway and hoisted one of Steven's arms 


over his shoulders. 


Slash was still awake when they entered the ‘bedroom’ and observed the situation from his top bunk with a 
superior, smug expression on his face. After a bit of manhandling and a lot of cursing they got Steven in the 
bunk below Slash and the rather dopey guy was kind enough to be asleep before they let his head touch the 


pillow. 
Axl sighed. "We are so fucked." He said to no one in particular. 
"You reckon?" Slash asked, his voice full of ennui. 


There wasn't anything especially provocative in his tone, so Duff started when Axl banged the wooden frame 


of the bed with his fist and said so angrily that Izzy poked his head in to see what the problem was: 


"Yeah | fucking reckon! And | also fucking reckon that it's your fault just as equally as it is Steve's! Clean your 
act up Slash, or we're through with you." 


There was a long moment when Axl's words seemed to hang in the air between them all, not dissipating and 
raising the level of tension in the room with every second they went unfought. Slash worked his jaw, a frozen 
anger in his face that would have had Duff running if it was directed towards him. But it wasn't. Slash's gaze 


seemed transfixed on Axl's face. 


And then he laughed, just for a moment. A laugh full of incredulity and nothing else. It was at that point that 
Duff felt himself growing angry, with whom he wasn't sure, maybe just at the situation, and left, shutting the 
door behind him. Axl didn't move. 


"You superior little shit." Slash's words were cold and hard. "Or were through with you?! Don't you mean, ‘or |, 


Axl fucking Rose, self-appointed boss of Guns n Roses, will be through with you'?" 
"Say what you want Slash, but the whole band's fed up with your second rate playing.’ 


Slash's eyes covertly glanced at Axl's hands, just resting on the edge of his bed. So near the guitarist's boot- 
encased feet. Slash knew he wanted to hear those bones break, but he reined his anger in as much as he could. 
Perhaps it was because he wanted to show that he did do what was good for the band, but if he thought 
that, he quickly discarded it for being weak. 


"Well maybe the whole band's fed up with your egotistical temper tantrums! Christ, don't you realise how 


much you act like a control freak?!" 


Whatever reply Axl would have made to this was swallowed when a pounding knock sounded on the outer door 
to the bus. Their driver was ready; and Axl went out to greet him as he always did, but with a glare full of 


the promise of recrimination. 


Slash stared at Axl's retreating form for a few seconds and then went back to his magazine. He didn't really 
read the words though, and his hands twitched now and again as he imagined himself beating his fists upon Axl; 
showing the little upstart that Slash was no lamb to be passively led. 


A Climax Or Two 


Disclaimer: as first chapter. 


A/N: Well | did warn you about my update times.. hope you enjoy. 


Beyond all expectations their next concert had gone well. Almost too well in fact, because now Axl was on a 
high of righteous power; unassailable in his belief that his words had been listened to and acted upon. The real 
truth however, was that Slash had been relatively clean for almost a week anyway, and Steven had the 


surreptitious backing of a determined Duff and Izzy behind him. 


It was now the morning (well noon) after the after show party, and Axl sat scrunched up in the window seat in 
his hotel room after having groggily slipped from the bed to the shower and gotten half dressed. In the back 
of his mind he vaguely remembered to feel thankful that their management had graciously given them rooms 
at a hotel in return for all of them managing to both turn up at a gig, and play it successfully all the way 
through without any mess ups of any nature. He was mostly preoccupied however with running through every 
moment of the concert in his head, analysing it for unnoticed problems or potential ones. He liked to think such 
a business oriented mind was in the genes of the Rose family and that his father planned his own operations in 
a similar way. Axl suddenly realised it was a long time since he'd spoken to his biological father. He made a 


mental note to get in touch again and filed it away in the recesses of his mind. 


He did admit to himself that the concert had been a success. The fans enjoyed it, they got what they expected 
and more besides. But Axl couldn't help thinking that there was a kind of ecstatic clarity missing, as if the 
feeling the band shared when onstage, almost a slight telepathy, was being let down somewhere. A weak link in 
the chain. He had been sensing it for a while, and had assumed it was Steven. But Izzy and Duff had assured 
him that they'd kept Steven clean this time. So, as Axl reckoned it, that left only one possible identity. Slash. 
‘The fucker’ 


A confrontation was needed, but not now. Now Axl had to get ready to see Stacey. A day spent with a 


voluptuous blonde, he smiled. Hopefully a night too. He had no obligations for four days, and he was planning to 


make the most of his scarce free time. 


"What the fuck?" Axl marched after the retreating woman with a confounded look on his face. "You're ending 


it? Why?" 


The girl turned back to face her shorter lover with a sigh and twirled a strand of her wavy hair around her 


finger. "Listen darlin," she said in her syrupy accent, "I do love ya, and it's been great an‘ all, | just don't feel 


that you wanna be in a relationship right now." 
Axl slid his hands round her waist and pulled her into his body. "That's ridiculous baby, of course | do." 


Stacey put her arms round Axl's neck, but said: "You're never with me baby, ya know? A gal can sense these 
things." Another sigh. She kissed him on the cheek and then broke away, nervous hands now tugging at the end 
of her sleeves. She kept her eyes down. "I've got a job back in the city, Im leavin! tomorrow. I'm sorry darlin 
but ya should be relieved." Axl raised an eyebrow. "You're a rock star honey, an’ I'm a southern gal from a 
small town. We could never make it steady. People like you don't make it steady." Neither of them moved or 
said anything for a long moment, and the only sound that could be heard was the traffic passing on the road 


outside. And then Axl heard her soft voice once more, now even quieter: "Are ya gonna go?" 


He suddenly realised that she was probably thinking of horror stories of mad, drugged up rockers lashing out 
whenever they didn't get their own way. It almost made him feel ashamed, but only because he did feel angry. 
Very angry. But he wasn't going to hit her. Not when she was probably right anyway. He grabbed his jacket 
from where it had been slung over the arm of the battered couch and walked out. He would have kissed her 


goodbye, if he thought he would have been able to cope when she flinched away from him. 


The walk back to his hotel room was a blur of bodies and red anger. He kept thinking that if Stacey's words 
were actually true, why was he feeling so upset now that she had ended it? Shouldn't | be on the prowl for my 
next fun fuck?” He winced and didn't even notice as he passed the pretty girl at the reception desk without 


flashing her a flirtatious smile. 

1s it all getting too old already? Am | getting too old already? Its only been our first proper album: 

Axl decided to do what he always tried to do when something wasn't to his satisfaction He made it better. And 
at the moment, he felt that his band wasn't up to his expectations. So that meant visiting Slash, regardless of 
whether he was in his right mind or not. 

The guitarist's door opened after the second round of fervent knocking; just enough to let Slash see who was 
bothering him. Axl surmised that he'd woken the guy up, and suddenly remembered seeing Slash still in full 
swung party mode when he'd retired in the early hours of the morning. 

"Why are you bothering me on my day off Axl?" 

"You gonna let me in?" Axl replied. 

For a second he thought Slash was going to refuse, but then the door was opened wider and Slash made a 
careless gesture directed towards the centre of the room. If he noticed that Slash was only wearing boxers, 


he didn't comment on it. 


"Well?" Slash prompted as he walked over to the sideboard in the dark room and half filled a tumbler with Jack 


Daniels. He showed a clean glass to Axl with an enquiring look on his face. It was at this moment that the 


expression on Axl's face tightened, revealing his rage. 
" Well that Fuck, Slash, you've only just got up. Most normal people have a drink of water!" 


Slash shrugged at this, seemingly unconcerned as Axl's voice rose in volume. "Yeah well, | don't wanna get 
sober man, do |?" His voice was playful, but it was an effort for Slash to make it so. He knew he was playing 
with fire. Hell, he admitted to himself, he was interested to see how getting burned would feel. 


Axl threw his arms up in a gesture of such utter incredulity it just couldn't be vocalised. "Well, God nol You 
wouldn't want to be sober! Then you might actually be able to play properly!” 


Slash leant over the sideboard as he downed the whiskey, almost as if he was in some kind of pain. His voice 


came back ragged and dangerous. "I play fucking well, man." 


Axl laughed. "Maybe you used to, when your hands didn't shake each morning." Slash growled quietly, deep in 
his chest, as he saw that his hands, white knuckled against the dark wood, were trembling, and Axl would be 
able to see it. 


"Get out Axl" The imperative was laced with steel. 
Axl advanced. "Not until this is sorted out” There was barely a foot between them. "You owe the band that." 


Slash didn't even think It was as if the bottle of JD had been in his hand all the time, just waiting for him to 
do it. The sound when it broke across Axl's cheekbone was jarring right down to his core. "| owe the band 
NOTHING!" His shout drowned out Axl's softer cry of surprise and pain, and for that he was glad. When Slash's 
vision had cleared of the dark veil obstructing his sight and rationality, he looked at Axl. The singer's hand was 
braced against the wall, the other hovered by his face. His wide eyes almost made Slash laugh; they looked so 
shocked that he would have had the gall to do such a thing. But then Slash saw the crimson, dripping blood and 
any humour vanished immediately. He could just see above Axl's hand that his right eye was open and was 
sharing the expression of his left, and Slash, despite his still burning ire, was relieved. There was an ugly gash 
over Axl's cheek though and the blood from it had covered that side of Axl's face and was lazily making its 


way down his neck and chest too. 


Axl's whole body shuddered as he took in a long, drawn out breath. Then he pounced, and it was Slash who was 
taken by surprise. The propulsion of Axl's tackle sent them both careering to the floor and they struggled for 
supremacy over the other, Axl raining blows down on Slash's face and middle. It was the first time Slash had 
been in a proper fight with Axl, and if he'd had the time to analyse the situation he would have been stunned 
at how strong the compact singer was. When Axl was on top, and battling to keep himself so while also trying 
to inflict the most damage he could, Slash started to feel warm, sticky drops of blood falling on to his face. It 
was his disgust at this that gave him the extra reserve of strength needed to flip them over and use his 
superior weight to pin Axl to the ground. He didn't hit him though. Slash hovered, holding Axl's arms down in a 
stony grip and sitting on his legs to keep them down. His face stung in multiple places, the physical hurt just 


starting to break through the adrenaline and he knew he would have bruises soon. Axl started cursing at him 


when he realised he couldn't break Slash's hold; some that Slash hadn't heard in a long while. 


‘Christ Axl, just shut up! Please!" His plea went unheeded. "I'm sorry alright!" He shouted and finally achieved 


silence. "I'm sorry," he repeated, whispering. 


Seeing that Axl's eyes had softened somewhat, Slash tentatively relinquished his hold on Axl's wrists and then 
stood up, taking his weight off Axl. For a minute Axl didn't move and then when he did rise, he stumbled 
backwards unsteadily and Slash almost put an arm out to support him. He wondered if he'd given Axl a slight 
concussion but couldn't quite be bothered to check. Not that he'd have the courage to approach Axl quite yet 


anyway. There was a strange expression in the singer's eyes though. 


"Yeah," Axl's voice was harsh and almost inaudible, "l'm.." The cold look returned, and Slash suddenly felt that it 
was a mask. "Fuck you Slash." He said in a much louder voice and exited the room, leaving a wide berth 


between Slash and himself. 


So Slash was alone in his room once more. He staggered over to the window and opened the curtains and 
watched the sudden influx of light glint off the broken glass and illuminate a few patches of blood on the dingy 
carpet. He thought about the disaster his day had already become, started to sense an approaching headache 
as well as the pain of his bruises, and went back to bed. 


Slash's hands were already by the waistband of his boxers as he became fully conscious and he grinned, 

slipping the cloth over his erection and further down his legs. He sighed as his warm hand closed around his 
cock and let his head fall back down to the pillow in utter pleasure. He hitched his hips up into the air and he 
stroked a finger over the tip, feeling the gathering moisture there. A vision came to him of silky hair gliding 
over that sensitive skin, and he trailed his other hand down his chest languidly, imagining a hot mouth kissing 


down his neck, over his nipples. 


His breathing sped up; his movements became more erratic. As he closed his eyes during the finishing thrusts 
into his hand he replayed the fight earlier, seeing Axl's face below him, flushed... intense, challenging eyes. 


He groaned and spilt his essence and then lay still, boneless and trembling ever so slightly. And then he 


remembered what had been in his mind as he'd come. 


Oh holy fuck’ 


Remembrances 


Disclaimer: As first chapter. 


A/N: Thanks again for the reviews; lovely people! *g%* 


‘|... tm not sure | want to ask or not." Was Izzy's response to Axl's appearance, and more specifically the bright 
red cut stretching over two inches on his cheek. Axl was dabbing at it with a blood stained flannel and smiled 


lop-sidedly at Izzy's comment. 
"Probably best. | didn't know I'd left the door open." 


"Occupied were you?" Izzy shot back with a playful grin, hardly disturbed at all upon finding his friend bloodied. 
It wasn't exactly the first time it had happened. 


Axl sent him a mock glare. At least Izzy hoped it was a mock glare, he wasn't so sure these days when Axl 


was serious about something or not. 

"Why are you here lz?" 

Izzy frowned at the sudden enquiry. "No business or anything, | was just gonna ask you if you wanted to go 
for a drink. You know, like we used to" Swallowing difficultly, Axl suddenly felt ashamed that he and Izzy and 
drifted apart so much. The hesitation though was enough for Izzy to assume his response was negative, and 


he took a step back. "Hey, but you probably don't want to.. what with your face an’ all. See ya Axl” 


He turned to go. "Izzy," Axl admonished, "wait. It was just." He searched for a reason to explain his apparent 


reluctance. "What kind of bar's going to be open in the afternoon in this backward town?" 


Izzy refrained from informing Axl that they were actually in a city. "The same kind of bar we always used to 
go to. Seedy, full of bikers. Thick layer of smoke. Perpetual card game going on" 


Axl smiled, and then obviously regretted it as Izzy saw an expression of pain pass over his face. "As | 


remember lz, we tended to get thrown out of those kind of bars." 


Izzy shrugged and chucked Axl a beaten leather jacket. "Yeah, sometimes. But never before we managed to get 


in at least three pints and a bar fight. Besides, who's gonna throw us out now? We're fucking famous man!" 


His friend's good humour was as infectious as always so Axl followed him out the door. 


"So what did happen?" 


Axl glanced up from the rim of his tumbler, they'd moved on to whiskey now, and sighed at Izzy. "I thought 


you weren't gonna ask" he said pointedly. 


Izzy shrugged and leant back against the leather wall seat, the frame digging in to his back from underneath 
the antiquated padding. But he didn't retract the question, feeling more confident in his ability to penetrate 


Axl's loner veneer when he had a copious amount of alcohol in his blood 


The silence grew, and the expression on Axl's face seemed too torn to Izzy, who was expecting to be amused 
by a tale of a run in with a crazed fan, or the boyfriend of a crazed fan. 


"It doesn't really fucking matter if | do tell you, does it?" Izzy realised Axl's words were slightly slurred, and 
noticed his friend had been almost double drinking him. "I mean, you're not gonna get all protective and shit are 


you?" 


‘When have | ever been the protective one? |zzy thought, feeling both bitter and fond at the same time. Axl 
always seemed to incite ambivalent feelings in everyone who met him. But he wanted to keep Axl talking, and so 


said, "Not likely to am |, man?" 


"| confronted Slash in his room earlier." The statement was said so quickly Izzy only just caught it, and he 
couldn't see Axl's eyes after the singer had said it as he'd tipped the last of his whiskey back in a large 
mouthful, closing his eyes and hissing as it burned its trail down his throat. 


Izzy surprised himself by laughing, wondering how that could have led to Axl's current condition. "What," he 
asked playfully, "and he decided to clip ya round the ear but forgot he has his hand permanently round a 
whiskey bottle?" He laughed again at the idea, but Axl's eyes were stony. Comprehension suddenly dawned for 
Izzy and the humour fled from him. "Shit, that's... Well, fuck. What an asshole.” 


"Hey, you promised man." Axl warned. 

Izzy broke out of his surprise with a bewildered blink. "Huh? Promised what?... Oh, right:" 

A weight seemed to fall from Axl's shoulders. "Besides, | probably didn't go about it the right way.’ 

Izzy realised that was about as close to an acknowledgement of shared guilt anyone was going to get from Axl 
and raised his eyebrows in a sudden elation that surprised him more than Axl's admission had. "Hey you were 
worried about the band.. admit it, man! You were fucking worried about how this would affect us! | knew all 


that bad boy bullshit was just an act!" Whoa, | must be more soused than | thought.. Im openly mocking Axl 
Rose. Well if anyone can get away with if, | should be able to. | am supposed to be his best friend for fuck's sake." 


"Leave it, Iz, before | show you how it feels to have a bottle of JD smashed across your face." 

Izzy only became more solemn for Axl's sake, being able to see that the threat was empty. But then his smile 
returned when he suddenly caught on that he was really fucking happy. He hadn't noticed how much he'd 
missed this.. just bantering with Axl, being his friend. He wondered if he knew Axl Rose better than anyone else 
in the world. He'd begun to wonder the past few months whether his friend had actually changed with the 
success; drastically. But now he saw that the old Axl was still there, their sudden fame had just caused his 


mask to adapt to something that would enable him to cope with this new environment... Hello William.’ 


Axl shifted in his seat being faced by Izzy's strange grin and far away eyes. "Dude... you look really fucking 


weird." 
The strange grin grew wider. "Wanna get out of here man?" 


They found their way out of the bar successfully, if swaying a little. When they got outside, the iridescent 
turquoise of a city twilight was just starting to show. 


Axl snorted. "It's still light" He said disdainfully. 

They walked back to the hotel in a comfortable quiet, broken only by occasional comments from either one of 
them, or by Axl's soft humming. Normally, the chill north wind that whipped through their hair would have 
had them shivering, but they'd had enough alcohol to feel above some physical effects on their bodies. 

Only some though. 

| wanna get laid. It feels like it's been so long." Izzy said carelessly into the evening air. 

"How long ‘as it been?" The slur was still present. 

‘Oh... yesterday, sometime." 


Axl laughed. "You know what they say about bein’ insatiable..." 


Izzy thought about this for a while, until he tripped over a cobblestone in his preoccupation. "No man, what do 


they say?" 
"Well." Axl paused in speech and movement. "Fuck... | don't know." 


Izzy laughed uproariously at this and put an arm round Axl's shoulders. "Come on, man. Home to booze and 


groupies." 


‘And Slash’ thought Izzy as he and Axl stopped in the dazed movement of men too drunk to work out what to 


do in a situation, as they met the darkly attired guitarist at the door to the hotel. Izzy opened his mouth to 
say something, but quickly shut it again, remembering his promise to Axl. It was probably better to leave it 
between Slash and Axl. 

Axl kept quiet because he had absolutely nothing to say, for once. 

And Slash kept quiet because the second his eyes had caught a glimpse of Axl's attractive features his mouth 
had gone dry and his face had become flushed. With embarrassment he told himself. No, with anger,’ he 
decided, ‘this must be his fault somehow.’ 


He stammered an unintelligible greeting and barged past them, catching Izzy on the shoulder as he did so. Izzy 


sent him a half-hearted glare to his back and then followed Axl into the hotel lobby. 


"You must have really laid into him, man; or something. Haven't seen Slash that spooked since Steven filled his 


vodka bottle with water." 


"Yeah, maybe." Axl replied obligingly, already taking the stairs two at a time up to their corridor. Izzy followed 
at a slower pace, hoping the singer didn't fall. 


"Mr Izzy! Mr Izzy!" He heard it then, the shout of a woman with a strong Italian accent. The owner of the 
hotel he remembered. Mr Izzy indeed. He smiled and returned down the stairs. 


"Ah, Mr Izzy!" The matronly woman exclaimed in relief at having caught him, her arm leaning on the banister 
as she fought to control her quick breaths at having had to run. "There was a phone call for you, | got the 


number, see." She thrust a slip of paper into his hand, on which was scrawled a number he didn't recognise. 


"Um, did they say who they were?" He asked, frowning at the piece of paper as if a name would materialize on 


it 
"Oh no, no." The woman shook her head apologetically and walked off, bidding him a good evening. 


When Izzy entered the corridor the band's rooms were on, there was no sign of Axl. He shrugged and headed 


into his room, going right to the phone after switching on the flickering light. 
He dialled the number, wondering whether he should be worried or excited. 

It was picked up on the fourth ring, and a deep, sultry voice answered. 

"Hello." 

Izzy felt the sudden flame of recognition but it went out again just as quickly. 


"Uh, hi.. | was told you were trying to contact me." 


‘Oh, Jff" he raised an eyebrow at the name and the emphasis placed on it, "Don't you recognise my voice?" 


And just as that was said he did, and almost dropped the phone. 
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Slash walked the streets like a lonesome vampire, utterly detached from the rest of humanity. He moved 
automatically; no thought was presented to the placing of his feet or his direction. Instead, his head was filled 
with a maelstrom of images. Drops of blood, that smooth skin just inches away, those eyes. Intense and filled 


with lust. Bloodlust.. bloodlust.. bloodlust: that became his mantra. 


Finally, Slash reached the point of exhaustion and he slipped to the ground where he'd stopped His stomach was 
twisted with anxiety, and his head felt under the thrall of the melding point between highness and hangover. 
Cold, hard stone bit into his back He shivered and exhaled a slow, miserable breath that showed silver in the 
night air. He had no idea how long he'd been walking but he noticed that the number of people walking past him, 
looking at him no longer than one might a beggar, if at all, had lessened considerably. Whether that was due to 
the lateness of the hour, or the district he'd ended up in, he couldn't tell. His fingers itched for a cigarette but 
his body denied him the pleasure, feeling as if any change in his position would jar his spirit so much it would 


break from him and sink into the earth carrying all its torturous thoughts with it. 


He closed his eyes and felt tears pricking at his eyelids. He willed them away successfully. This was nothing to 
cry over, just a.. just a what? A mistaken identity of desire? Or was it misplaced guilt, something he hadn't 
wanted to admit to straight away, and so had warped under its repression into this demon that tormented him 


So. 


A vision of Axl entered his mind.. naked chest, softer eyes. Slash reached out for that smooth skin in his 
fantasy, placed his hands either side of the singer's face. But the sensation wasn't there. He couldn't feel it.. he 
didn't know how it would feel to touch Axl with passion A terrible, physical pain filled him as he realised this 
lack of feeling and he moved his hands lower, moving quicker, desperately trailing hands over Axl's shoulders 


and chest. Nothing. 

Slash sobbed dryly. All he could do was relax into what he could feel to find his relief. And so a shard of 
broken glass appeared in his hand and he brought it down again and again into perfect skin.. marring, but feeling 
the hot blood and the rapid beats of Axl's heart as the singer squirmed in fear. 

‘That's all you'll ever have of him,’ Slash told himself, hell give you nothing, only what you can take.’ 


As he opened his eyes and clambered up from his waking nightmare, Slash found the strength to rise and look 
around himself. He saw that he had been leaning against the stone wall of a church, which stood foreboding and 


yet welcoming all at once. The old-fashioned iron gates were closed but the flickering light of candles emanated 
from behind stain glass windows. Slash curled his fingers around the bars of the gate and leaned his head 
against it, feeling like a fallen angel exiled from heaven. Then he found footholds and vaulted over it, not 
bothering to see who might catch him in the act. 


He moved through the graveyard then, and would have been amused at the gothic picture his plight would 
have painted if he had not been so involved in it. His feet led him on a twisting path to the door of the church, 
and to his surprise, when he turned the chill handle, the doors were not locked and opened to admit him into 
the serenity of such a place of worship. 


The church was unoccupied as he would have imagined, but the candles he'd thought he'd seen did indeed burn 
by each window and before the still figure of the Virgin Mary. It was on the pew before her that Slash sat, 


staring calmly into her benevolent eyes, that seemed to sparkle under her crown of stars. 


He didn't know what to say. Religion was Axl's forté after all. But if he'd have known of a prayer to rid him of 


his current thoughts, he would have repeated it fervently a hundred times over. 


But he did feel his lips moving, and in the end he whispered: "Ave Maria.. tell me what has become of my 
heart." 


The answer was apparently long in coming and Slash waited in ever increasing woe as the candles in front of 
him burned lower. The only sound in the church, which seemed to encompass his whole world, was his own 


harsh breathing. 
Until he heard the scrape of a boot on the polished floor of the church. 


He whipped round and saw that a man stood in the aisle near to him, whose approach he had not heard, and 


who regarded him with an apologetic expression 

‘lam sorry, my son," the man spoke softly, "I did not mean to disturb your prayers.” 

Slash noticed that the middle-aged man before him did not seem overly concerned either at Slash being in the 
church at this hour, or at his appearance after walking for several hours. And then he realised that this man 


should have no cause to be in the church either; unless of course, he did. 


"You didn't. | don't pray.” Words suddenly didn't come easy to Slash, as if he was on a different plane to who he 


was trying to communicate with. "Is this your church?" 
"It is God's church, but | am a priest, yes. | was just about to leave when | saw you enter the church. For a 
man who does not pray, you went to a lot of effort to enter a church" There was a kindly look to the priest, 


and Slash felt incited to open up to him. 


I'm not really religious, but.." Still he had to search for the right words. "I'm in a quandary over something; | 


cannot resolve it on my own. But | also could not bear to tell anyone of it" 


The priest looked at the young man sitting before him, the dark curls of hair that tried to conceal anxious 


brown eyes and failed, the evident emotion displayed upon his features. Here, truly, was a creature that needed 


his help. 
He sat beside Slash on the pew, but looked not at him, but at the sculpture of Mary. 


"The divine mother does not judge Her children, and we all have a mother, religious or not. Yet if you cannot 
hear Her answer, perhaps you could reveal a part of your troubles to me, for the Father is also there to give 


advice to His children" 


Slash was torn between his need to unburden his mind and the fear of how he might be looked upon if he did. 
He sought for a way out. 


"IFs late man, l'm keeping you up. I'll go." He went to stand, but a hand was planted on his shoulder to stop him. 


"You cannot run from your mind, son. Tell me." And the gentle assurance in that command was all Slash needed 
to start to speak. 


"l. | feel a desire | should not have. I've tried to kill it, but it continues to torment me. | just want rid of it!" 
Slash's voice shook. 


The priest remained seemingly unmoved by Slash's vehemence. "Some desires are born from the Devil, and 
some from God. There are those which light can overcome, and those which will not leave you until they are 
satisfied.. for it is your destiny to feel those desires, and act upon them." 


Slash didn't find his words comforting. "Well how the fuck do you tell the difference?" He cried out, not even 


noticing the obscenity that was so casual to him. 


The priest was not concerned by it. "If you were one of my congregation, | would counsel you to pray. But | 
would guess that you are a man who needs to see his evidence, rather than listen for it. So | will tell you, son, 
to think - to envisage in your mind what will happen if you put your desires into action, will good come of it, 
or harm? When you discover the answer to that, you will find that your desire will intensify or it wil 


dissipate, and either way, the choice will not be yours anymore." 


Slash nodded, not sure whether he believed the priest's words or not, but finding them convincing enough to at 
least consider implementing the advice. Again, he started to rise, and again the priest stopped him. 


“There is no need to go so soon You need time to process what has been said here, that | can see. Just 
return the way you entered" The priest said with a glint in his eye, and left. 


Slash remained where he was until the candles before him guttered in their last, dying breaths of light and 


dawn crept over the horizon. 


The bed in his hotel room squeaked in protest as Izzy flopped down on it, laying on his back with a soppy smile 
on his face. His mind still reeled from the phone call. He hadn't heard her voice for years; too long to catch up 
in a couple of hours of talking. He closed his eyes and let himself reminisce about surreal summers and her 
long, flowing hair. He fell asleep thinking of her, and dreamed of her. 


He was woken in the morning by loud knocking and groaned, pulling the pillow over his head and vainly 
attempting to relax back into sleep and sweet dreams. The knocking continued, and became accompanied by a 
cajoling voice. Staggering and cursing, Izzy opened the door and was met by Duff, who was wearing an innocent 
expression to contrast with Izzy's morning scowl. This all happened before Izzy was aware enough to 
remember what had happened the previous evening, and so by the time Duff was through apologising for 
waking him up so early, the scowl had been replaced by a grin that showed his white teeth. 


Pleased that he had obviously been so genuine in his apology, Duff felt confident enough to point out that Izzy 
was fully clothed, including boots. "Did you like, pass out drunk or something?" he asked. 


Izzy only just realised this as Duff said it, and debated changing, but shrugged instead. If Duff was here, he 


presumably wanted Izzy to go somewhere. 
"Duff, man, why have you woken me up at this godawful time anyway?" 


‘Its eleven mate, and you, me and Slash were going to go through some new stuff this morning, remember? 
At ten" Duff added with a superior tone in his voice. 


"Oh, shit, fuck, yeah." Izzy frowned. "Er, just let me brush my teeth and grab my guitar and I'll be right with 


you guys, | swear.” 
"Don't bother hurrying," Duff said, sounding exceedingly long-suffering, "Slash didn't turn up either." 
Izzy felt a little relieved of his sudden rush of guilt. "You gonna knock on his door too?" 


"Already did. He didn't come back to the hotel last night” 


"Huh," replied Izzy, glancing up from the process of stretching out his kinks, "I guess that's not too unusual,’ 
he said slowly, "if he found a girl or something." 


Neither of them said it, but they were both thinking that it was actually not common for Slash to miss any 
kind of band meeting. 


"Do you wanna jam anyway, man?" Izzy asked after he returned from quickly brushing his teeth. 


Duff was leaning in the doorway, his head almost touching the top of the frame. He shook his head. "Nah, not 
much point without Slash. And Axl's up anyway, so | thought we could just have breakfast together." 


Izzy smiled, remembering he had some big news to tell Axl. "Yeah, that'll be cool. What about Steve?" 


Duff snorted. "As if he'd be seen before the afternoon was halfway through. Besides, he's probably in a ditch 


somewhere." 


And with that slightly disturbing thought, they went down to the part of the dining room that had been 
specially cornered off for their use, per Axl's request. The singer was there already, softly singing fragments 
of Rolling Stones songs between sips of black coffee, and tapping the beat out on the table. 
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"It is strange though," Duff commented between mouthfuls of his cooked breakfast, "for Slash to not turn up, | 
mean" Izzy and Axl shared a knowing look over the table. "What?" asked Duff, slightly petulantly. 


"Nothing, man" Axl replied, fastidiously spreading jam over a slice of toast, his head tilted down so his hair 
covered his face as much as possible. 


Duff sighed in the ensuing silence and then dropped his knife and fork to the plate. "Alright! What's going on? 

Slash is awol, Izzy you've had this dippy grin on your face for the last hour - constantly, and Axl you're being 
kinda quiet.. and have this doozy of a cut across your face!" Duff remarked, just noticing the gash as he saw 
beneath Axl's veil of hair for the first time. "Okay, fuck this, somebody tell me something of what's been going 


on here!" Axl and Izzy looked at him with similarly amused expressions. "Please?" Duff added, quietly. 


Izzy looked like he was about to relent and put the bassist out of his misery so Duff continued with his 
breakfast and waited for him to speak. 


"Hey Axl, do you remember that girl in ninth grade - Alisha Baxter?" 


Duff's eyes widened at the apparent change of subject. He would have objected, but was stopped by Axl 
suddenly laughing out loud. 


‘Oh yeah! That teacher's pet you were obsessed with. God, I'd forgotten about her. Man, | had to suffer you 


drooling every time she walked past in the canteen" 
"She wasn't a teacher's pet" Izzy chimed in sullenly, 
"Yeah, yeah. You used to say that too. What about her?" 
"She rang me yesterday. We're going out fo lunch today’ 


"No fucking way!" Axl reached over the table and punched Izzy on the shoulder playfully. "Nice going, man. You 
only had to wait over ten fucking years to get in there." 


Duff laughed and disguised it with a cough as Izzy sent a withering look his way. 


Its not anything like that. She's married, she told me. | just can't believe she found the number and actually 


wanted to catch up; she wouldn't have given me the time of day in junior high!" 


"Well, you're famous now, dude.” Duff said, switching his glass of orange juice for the hip flask he had 


concealed in his waist band, under Axl's disapproving scowl. 

"Yeah," Izzy laughed, but then the humour and colour drained from his face as a new thought entered his 
mind. "Hey yeah... fuck She's gonna want to meet a fucking rock star, all cool an’ crazy and shit. And instead l'll 
just turn up." 

"Hey," Duff consoled, "you are a cool, crazy rocker. Ain't he, Axl?" 

Axl glanced between Duff's urging face and Izzy's pale one and rolled his eyes, lighting a cigarette. 

"So you agree that's it then?" Izzy yelled back "She only wants to know me coz I'm in Guns r fucking Roses." 


"Hey!" Axl said with a hint of steel in his voice. "Don't blaspheme the name." 


Duff just looked slightly mortified that he'd managed to put his foot in his mouth so splendidly and downed 


several consecutive mouthfuls of whatever gut destroying beverage he was drinking at that moment in time. 


Seeing the state of his two friends and still feeling in a reasonably charitable mood even though he'd been 
interacting with people for at least an hour, Axl sighed and kicked Izzy under the table without much force. 


"Just turn up lz, and she'll like you for who you are. And if she doesn't, then she's a shallow bitch you weren't 


that likely to get to shag anyway, so what've you lost?" 
"A beautiful dream." Izzy replied miserably, but nodded at Axl's advice. 


It was about at this moment that the three bandmembers heard a crash and a small number of gasps and 
bursts of whispering murmers coming from the adjacent lobby. They collectively walked up to the open double 


doors to see what was happening. 


A few delicate looking couples were backing away from someone who had just entered the hotel; a man decked 
out in shades of grey and black, with black hair bouncing along with his swift, angry walk, who emanated 
intense aggravation and was obviously seen by the other patrons as a source of potential danger. Slash had 


returned. 
"Well look what the proverbial cat dragged in" Axl said superciliously. 


"Think we should find out where he's been?" Duff asked as Slash started trudging up the stairs without 


glancing sideways or hesitating at the slight commotion he was causing. 


Axl and Izzy shared a pointed look once again 
"Oh fuck it!" Duff threw his hands up into the air. "What? WHA P" 


Axl shook his head at the bassist's antics. Seeing that Duff was about to press for more information again, 


Izzy hastily said: 
"Slash and Axl are fighting at the moment, okay?" 
Axl found this very amusing. "Yeah, we're a fucking old married couple, and we're fighting, alright Duff?" 


Izzy shrugged in the face of Axl's mockery and returned to his breakfast, the thought of Slash already gone 
from his mind. Axl and Duff, however, remained at the open doors, both looking at the spot where Slash had 
been last seen, each thinking their own thoughts, each possessing their own reason to be concerned about 


Slash, be that reason prosaic or more complex. 
"When do we leave here, Axl?" Duff asked. 
"Late evening, day after tomorrow.’ Axl replied absent-mindedly, still looking at the stairs and frowning. 


Duff moved back to his breakfast and alcohol and started a meaningless conversation with Izzy about blondes 


versus brunettes and they quickly forgot that Axl was supposed to be with them. 


And when they did look up, noticing he'd been absent for a while and his coffee was getting cold, he was gone. 


Axl climbed the stairs in a slightly frightened daze, feeling as though he didn't have control over his body's 
actions. There was no logical reason for him to speak to Slash now, it would just end in another fight, but his 


feet didn't seem to be listening to his mind. 


When he reached Slash's door, he found it had been left wide open, still swinging slightly on its hinges after a 
forceful opening. Axl stood in the doorway, deliberately quietening even his breathing. He couldn't see Slash in 
the room, but noticed that while the curtains had been opened, the gloom of the room seemed still the same 


to Axl's eyes as the day before. 


He entered and finally espied Slash. The guitarist had his back to him, and was looking out the window, his hands 
on the sill and his shoulders hunched up. He looked like a suffering martyr. 


Axl opened his mouth, and then shut it again. He shivered, feeling all his confidence draining from him, and not 
being able to reason why. Eventually he said, 


"You missed guitar practice, man" 


Slash's back moved like a bowed wave as he took in a deep breath, but otherwise there was no reaction to 


Axl's statement. 


Axl's head swam with adrenaline suddenly, and he felt his body preparing for fight or flight. He frowned, but 


didn't question the instinct; following it. And Axl was never one to flee. 
He walked purposefully over to the window and grasped Slash's arm, pulling the taller man round to face him. 
"Fucking look at me when I'm talking, asshole." 


Slash's eyes narrowed as he looked at the hand on his arm. The touch burned through his garments and made 
his skin tingle; painfully. He didn't shake the hand off though. The priest's words repeated in his head. He 
followed the line of the sinewy arm to Axl's shoulder, up his biteable neck, and to that angelic face that hid an 


insidious semi-demon so, so well. 
He felt the hand drop from his arm, Axl's bellicosity flinching under such an intense, impenetrable gaze. 


Slash imagined what it would be like to kiss those slightly parted lips. He'd never kissed another man before. 
Not properly, not with such a soul-rending lust. He knew it should be different, but somehow he couldn't help 
but think that Axl's lips would be as soft as any girl's, and more natural too. Consequences, man' Slash thought, 
consequences: Axl was no groupie to swoon into Slash's solicitation. What good would come of it? Nothing 
emotional between the two men, certainly; Slash was almost sure of that. But would it slake his desire for that 
illicit contact? What could the thought of consequences possibly have against the virulance of Slash's need? 


Fuck all’ He thought, and grabbed a handful of Axl's hair near his scalp, pulling him near, swift and precise, 
giving the singer no time to react. He kissed Axl then, and a choir of something in his head.. maybe angels, 
maybe devils.. screamed their triumph. 


The kiss was dry, velvet rather than silk. It was different, Slash decided, than kissing a woman. No taste of 
lipstick, just a man's taste, and Slash didn't feel even a little bit repulsed by that, he realised. 


The contact only lasted for a few seconds, though to Slash the sheer wait leading up to it made it feel like a 
fitting culmination to his torment. Not that he was utterly content to leave it there, of course. Axl's angered 
gasp as he wrenched himself from Slash's grasp, and his brief, successful struggles, whispered to Slash of 


sweeter pleasures. 


For the briefest moment, the two men stood looking into each other's eyes. Slash's filled with lust and awe; 
Axl's wide with a shimmer of surprise and anger. And then Slash heard what he was waiting for. 


"Faggot" 
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Slash wasn't surprised at Axis response, though it made his hackles rise at the incredible amount of vitriol 


contained in that one word. 


"No, | don't think so." His reply sounded assured, but inside Slash was not as confident in the statement as he 
seemed. He had always expected that if someone was going to fancy men, then they realised it reasonably 

early, regardless of whether they subsequently repressed their feelings. He knew, without a doubt, that until 
recently he'd been as straight as any other straight guy comfortable with his sexuality out there. ‘At least / 


was until | began wanting to fuck the brains out of my lead singer.’ 


Axl laughed mockingly, not believing what he'd just heard. "Slash you fuck, you just kissed me! You just kissed 
another man! And if you say l'm pretty enough to be a woman I'll kill you with my bare hands!" 


"What? Heard that before have you?" Slash folded his arms across his chest, feeling his own anger start to 


simmer. He couldn't explain his actions to himself, much less to Axl! 


Axl sneered and Slash felt his muscles tensing, preparing for a fight. But it seemed Axl didn't want to be near 
him at all, even to hit him, Slash thought as the singer turned heel and walked to the open door. Slash knew 
the situation was beyond his control, had been since before Axl had walked in the door in fact, but he also 
sensed that if he let Axl leave, one of them would be gone from Guns N' Roses for good. 


“Aren't you going to tell me how | disgust you? That you never want to be in the same room as me again? 


Come onl" He started shouting. "Don't you like to think you're a fag basher?" 


Axl had reached the door, but when he heard this, he slammed it shut and turned back to Slash. "Christ... fuck 


you Slash! I'm not a fucking homophobe. | just." His voice trailed off, and he wouldn't meet Slash's eyes. 


Faced with such a startling lack of aggression from the man in front of him, Slash wavered. Lust and anger 
warred in his system, melding into each other and then breaking apart again as Slash found himself looking on 
Axl with sympathy. He couldn't cope with wanting to fuck Axl one second, then wanting to hit him, and then 
wanting to hug him. 


He let his gaze settle on Axl, not feeling guilty about staring at him as Axl seemed to be caught up in his own 
thoughts, and probably could have been anywhere in the world. Looking at him for too long, Slash felt his lust 


flare up again, but that wasn't what he wanted to deal with at that moment, so he tried to tear his mind 
from it even if it affected his body. He needed to know what Axl was feeling, if there was any possibility that 
he wasn't totally repulsed by Slash. They had a strained relationship, more so than Axl had with any other 
member of the band, but Slash knew that beneath that he counted Axl as one of his close friends, and he 
didn't want to lose that sweetly bitter friendship now he was faced with the prospect. But Axl wasn't talking, 


and even if he did, Slash knew that he wouldn't vocalise his genuine feelings. 


Slash decided that to get closer to Axl's psyche, he would have to get closer to Axl physically; giving him no 


place to run. 


Axl's back was almost against the door anyway, so when Slash came and drew him into a tight embrace, Axl 
couldn't step out of it. Slash couldn't breathe, dreading what Axl's reaction would be. 


There was no immediate struggle. Axl winced as he felt the half-hard testament to Slash's desire against his 
lower abdomen, but otherwise he just stood in the guitarists embrace, neither returning it, nor forcefully 


rejecting it. All he did was close his eyes. 


Slash did the same, as if the only way each of them could cope with being in such a position was to rid 
themselves of their most reality-touched sense, reducing their thoughts to each other's scent, and the feel of 
hard, masculine bodies under slightly shifting clothes. 


"Axl," Slash whispered in a voice close to breaking, "is this it? Have | destroyed everything?" With closed eyes, 
Slash couldn't see Axl's face; he had no way of telling what Axl was thinking unless the man spoke. And Axl 
didn't. Slash bit into his lip to keep from either screaming or sobbing, and his arm tightened unconsciously. 


Then he felt a touch. Two touches. Two hands, warm against his back Axl was returning the embrace, it was 
ever so tentative, but he was. Slash let out a loud breath in relief, and he thought his knees might buckle. He 
stood straighter, and opened his eyes, intrigued at what he might see. But Axl's eyes were still closed, and his 
head was tilted down, his forehead almost touching Slash's shoulder. Needing Axl to open his eyes, but unable 
to speak to ask him to do so, Slash let one of his arms move from its position round Axl's shoulders and he 
brought the singer's face up by his chin Axl's eyes opened at the unexpected touch, and Slash gasped at the 
marble of greens and greys that shimmered brightly, and then he watched as one, lone tear escaped and made 


a shining track down Axl's cheek. 


Axl broke out of the embrace finally then, his face flushed with shame as he angrily wiped the moisture from 
his face. But his answer did come. 


"No. No, I'm not gonna fire you or anything Slash. | just don't know how to cope - knowing you feel that way 
about me." Axl sat down in the only, very battered, chair in the room, and Slash saw emotional exhaustion on 


his pallid face, the same kind of overload he himself was feeling. 


Feeling shaky again, Slash moved over to the bed, but then sank to the floor, his head resting against the edge 
of the mattress. Out of the corner of his eye he saw the spots of Axls blood that hadn't yet been erased 


from the carpet. 
‘Hts not like l'm falling in love with you, man.. maybe itll pass. 
"Maybe" Axl agreed, his voice hollow. 

"Will you tell the others?" Slash asked insecurely, lighting a cigarette. 


Axl watched as the smoke floated lazily in wispy clouds, and felt the lack of his own pack of cigarettes. But he 


wasn't going to go over and ask for one from Slash in the current situation 
"Ashamed of your little dirty secret, are you? I'm hardly like to, no. It's embarrassing enough as it is." 


"For you? Why?" Slash almost dropped his cigarette in surprise and swore. At least his hands were trembling 


because of his emotions now, and not because of a reason more specifically chemical in nature. 
Axl shrugged, though Slash could hardly see the movement as the singer was so curled up in the armchair. 


"Just is" There was a pause and during it Axl's yearning for nicotine grew stronger with the nearly inaudible 
sighs of smoky pleasure from Slash. "Listen man, | gotta go." He walked over to the door again, and this time 


Slash remained still and silent. "See you... whenever " 


"Whenever" Slash agreed, but Axl had already left the room. He drew in the last few puffs of his cigarette 
with a thoughtful frown and then stubbed it out on the carpet. He stayed sitting until the lingering shawl of 


smoke dissipated, and rose, heading to the shower to relieve his tension. 


Axl sat on the bed with one knee drawn up to his chest, the phone in his room dangling from his hand. Before 
him an unframed photo lay on the coverlet, the faces of five young men staring back at him. It was a photo 
of the band that had been taken a year ago, when everything was just getting great for them, and their 
ardour and enthusiasm shone in their eyes. Axl had liked it, and kept it with him. It was one of the few 


personal possessions he took on tour with him. 


His gaze kept drifting to Slash, who stood smiling in the middle, his hat nowhere to be seen. Axl chewed on his 
lip, and then dialled a number he knew off by heart, though hardly ever rang. 


The ring carried on for a long time with no answering machine, but Axl expected that and hung on, waiting. 


Finally it was picked up, and Axl heard the voice on the other end. It was gruff, as if its owner had just been 
woken up, or hadn't slept for days. 


"What?" There was no greeting, just the one abruptly spoken word. But again, Axl was expecting this. 


‘Its me" Axl's words were used just as economically. "I know this sounds a bit much, but do you think you 


could meet me?" 
There was pause on the other end, but only long enough for a breath. "Where are you?" 


Axl knew the very fact that the question had been asked, signified acceptance. 
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The sunlight on the white tables seemed blinding to Izzy, used to rooms filled with the essence of twilight or 
darker as he was. He shifted in his chair, feeling like he didn't belong in the little café filled with amiably 
chatting friends and smart young gentlemen who divided their focus between their coffee and bagel and the 
laptop in front of them, their tidy leather briefcases propped against the table stand, near to their leg where 
they would be able to feel its absence. 


she didn’t look unsuited to the place, though, with her goldy brown draped silk scarf and skilfully highlighted 


hair. 

Feeling more self conscious than ever, Izzy often kept glancing down at his worn, favourite pair of jeans and 
scruffy t-shirt. He sipped his fancy coffee and almost spilt it when Alisha smiled radiantly at him. Her smile 
hadn't changed, but Izzy was glad that it seemed like she used it more often than she used to. 

"So... how long have you been living here?" 

‘Oh, we moved up about three years ago, Mark and |" She looked at him while twirling her fork on her plate, 
looking almost coy with her head tilted down slightly, and Izzy wondered again what she was thinking when she 


gazed at him in such an appraising manner. 


"You were married then?" As soon as he asked the question, Izzy swore at himself mentally. ‘So fucking obvious, 


dude.’ 
"Engaged. But come on, Jeff, tell me what's happened with you. Last | knew John Harley had told me you'd gone 
to slum it in LA. and now.. welll" She took a quick mouthful of her salad, but then spoke again before Izzy could 


formulate a short enough reply. "Oh, should | call you Izzy now?" 


"Nol" He said it quickly, startling her. "I, mean, er, you don't have to. I've always been Jeff to you." if / was ever 


anything to you" 
"Okay. Jeff," she let the name linger on her tongue, that appraising look on her face again. "I think it suits you." 


"Even now?" Izzy asked, genuinely interested in her reply. 


She cocked her head to one side, looking for all the world like a sun touched bird "Have you changed so much?" 


Izzy considered this, comparing his current self with his teenage self and wondering whether the little 
difference he found was objective, and hoping maybe it wasn't. People weren't interested in him as a kid, he'd 
feel really depressed if he was still as boring, he thought. Unable to communicate any of this to Alisha yet, he 


said, remembering the earlier conversation with Duff and Axl: 
‘Oh yeah.. crazy rocker, don't ya know?" 


She laughed, her immaculately painted fingernails contrasting with her youthful exuberance as she playfully 
flicked Izzy on the shoulder. 


It must be glamorous | suppose. Though | can't imagine it. Do you get many, oh, what do you call them?" Her 


hands floated in the air, drawing Izzy's gaze, mesmerising him. "Groupies!" 


Izzy winced at the subject. "Well, some, yeah. It's not as glamorous as it sounds, l'm sure it'll get old 


eventually." 


"Ah, but it isn't now? This is your first album, isn’t it?" Izzy raised an eyebrow at her. "Okay," she confessed, 


‘I've been reading up on you all since | worked out it was you after seeing the posters." 


First album.. possibly first decent tour." He had a slightly wry smile on his face. "A lot of firsts really.. So is 


it glamorous being an assistant litigation manager?" 


‘Oh, terribly so." She winked at him. "Once last week we even bought the really expensive coffee from the 
canteen instead of using the machine!" 


Izzy widened his eyes and made a tutting sound. "Fuck, that's extravagant. | know what you mean though, 
sometimes you've just got to spoil yourself. | bought a new guitar string when it broke most recently, instead 


of tying it Together." 


She burst out laughing at this, and then snorted most unlike a lady. Happily flushed, she said: "Tying a guitar 
string, | don't believe you! | guess you must know how to pinch pennies alright though by now, you and Bill. Has 
he changed much then?" 


The question was spoken innocently, but Izzy lost some of his humour as he registered it, searching her eyes 
to see if there was any glimmer of special interest there. Then, finding none, he cringed at his impromptu 


jealousy. 


"Well, we call him Axl now. He's like a more experienced Bill | suppose, sweeter, but also more tempestuous." 
Izzy looked down at the table, feeling uncomfortable as he always did when asked to describe Axl. Whatever he 
said, he felt like he couldn't convey the full truth of the man, and that he was betraying his friend. But Alisha 


smiled and nodded, like she hadn't expected any other answer at all. 


A young waitress came to take away their empty plates, and ask if they wanted the check. Suddenly Izzy felt 
very morose, realising that it was over; it was time to bid her goodbye. They'd caught up, it had been rice, 
very nice, but he was going in a couple of days and he'd probably never see her again. She was so far away, 
as she had seemed to him at school, except socially then. But there was nothing to do about it. She was there, 
she was happy, she was married. This had just been a fun meeting with an old associate. Izzy wondered if he 
had just been an avenue for her nostalgia the last few hours, but then reminded himself that so much of 
their conversation had been about the present, and directly about him; and he frowned. He went to pay for 


their lunch. 
"Jeff, you don't have to do that. | can pay for my own half" She fumbled with her purse and Izzy smiled. 
"Nah, | wanna treat you. This has been really great Alisha, seeing you again" 


She nodded and appeared to still for a moment, becoming introspective, Izzy assumed. "Yeah, it has been good, 
hasn't it?" Izzy thought she sounded as if she was directing the question to herself, and so just smiled in 
reply, "I felt like we found a real rapport here, Jeff. Listen," she drew in a long breath, "you're still around for 
a couple more days aren't you?" He nodded, knowing his voice would just reveal his sudden anticipation. "Okay, 
so, how about you do pay for this, and I'll treat you tomorrow." She quickly scribbled something on one of the 
napkins and handed it to him, he saw it was an address. He couldn't believe that it might be hers. "If you can, 
just come here anytime after eight. I'll be there.” 


"Sure" He said finally, his voice emanating small as it had to fight to get through his dry, closed throat. 


She nodded again, nervous and ever so beautiful to Izzy's eyes, and then she came near him and kissed him on 


the cheek, her delicately boned hands on his shoulders. 
"Thanks Jeff" 


She left quickly and didn't look back, though Izzy's gaze remained on her before the waitress caught his 
attention once more. As he handed money over in a daze, his eyes glanced over at her writing, and he believed 
he might well have regressed to fifteen 


Axl sat on the roof of the deserted, run down car port, his jacket loose over his shoulders, and a pack of 
cigarettes in his hand. His legs were crossed tightly, trying to quell the urge to pace. He felt more nervous 
than he had at any time in the last year, with all its considerable trials. He wondered if he was trying to solve 
a problem by creating a hundred new ones. He was grateful for the relative lack of media coverage on this 


particular leg of the tour. 


He was late. Axl didn't need to look at his watch to know that, he'd been late thirty minutes ago. But Axl wasn't 
nervous at the absence of promptness, the amount that could go wrong just meeting the man was plenty 


enough to evoke that feeling of anxiousness in him. 


Axl shivered suddenly, though the air had grown no colder. His ears caught the gentle purr of a well kept, but 
powerful engine and then he saw the black car crawling up the street towards him. Axl realised that the 
driver must be looking for him, but didn't move, as his current position meant he was more in view than if he 


was amongst the concealing shadows of the pavement. 


The black beast of a car ground to a halt a few feet before the the building Axl watched it from, its tinted 
windows revealing nothing of the occupant. In fact, there could have been more than one body in the car, but 
again Axl knew from experience that there was just one. The door opened, and a man stepped out, his worn 
leather trenchcoat dancing round his ankles. He went to the bonnet of the car and started fiddling with 
something or another. Axl felt a little chagrined at the lack of attention paid to him, especially as he 
presumably had been spotted already, and finally he called down: 


"Problem?" 
The bonnet lid was slammed down and the man turned to face Axl, craning his neck slightly to see him. 


"Nah, she's alright, just a little tired after the long drive." The man patted the bonnet of the car fondly. "You 


gonna come down?" 
Axl shook his head. "No, you come up here." 


The man shrugged and swung up to the edge of the roof by one arm on the bottom of the fire escape ladder 
of the adjacent building, the grace and precision in the movement belying the assumption of age the midnight 
stubble and the lined eyes might otherwise had given him. Axl smiled faintly, knowing his own ascent had been 


much less elegant. 


He nodded to the man as he sat beside Axl, taking in the man's familiar appearance, seeing whether he'd 
changed. There were a few more lines, both of laughs and toils, and the dark eyes looked even deeper, but that 


was all. 
"Martin." Axl started, but then flinched from any heavier subject. "Hey." 


"Hey" Martin replied, amusement in his tone. He looked at Axl consideringly, and then said. "So | assume you 
didn't drag me to this godforsaken place just to show me the view." 


Axl's eyes roamed dispassionately over the blend of grey concrete and vapid graffiti that comprised the said 
view, and made a gentle negative sound But he said no more for a while, and Martin didn't prompt again, he 


merely stretched out his legs and relaxed. 


"Do you think I'm a queer?" 


If Axl's question took him by surprise, Martin didn't show it. He did turn his head to face Axl though, and 
looked intently into the singer's eyes. 


"No, | don't. | think you're bi." 


Even though Axl was seriously thinking about this possibility himself, the upfrontness of the reply made him 


defensive. 
"| don't fancy guys," he retorted, surety, and just a hint of an incredulous laugh, in his voice. 


Martin gave Axl a look then that signified that he almost thought that statement too beneath his dignity to 


respond to had he not realised the subject was such an urgent one. 


"Does that include me then? ‘Cause you know, mate, | can recall a whole lot of evidence against that. | mean, 


you slept with me readily enough, unless I'm incredibly mistaken" 


Clueless Gunners 
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Axl glared at Martin for a moment after he had spoken, and then his shoulders tensed and he rose and walked 
over to the edge of the roof, staring into the grey sky and hugging his arms around himself and he was wont 


to do when feeling exposed or vulnerable. 


A sigh came from behind him, and then he felt Martin's warm, heavy hand on his shoulder; the reassuring 


touch of a guardian rather than one of passion from a lover. 
"Its True, though, isn't it? | mean, | didn't rape you Will, or coerce you...” 


Axl flinched at the insecurity he'd put in to Martin's voice, an emotion that was rarely seen or heard by 


anyone who knew the rogue. 

"No," he replied quickly, not having to consider what the truth was. his consent at least, was one thing he'd 
never been confused about in their ‘relationship’, complex and muddled as it was otherwise. And Martin had 
always seemed to understand from the beginning too that Axl needed to have that certainty in his mind before 
anything happened. He'd always been able to see through Axl's masks; that was why Axl had loved him, in his 
mode, and also why he'd had to leave him. "Why do you insist on calling me Will?" he asked, glancing at Martin 
and then turning back to see where the dull sky merged into dreary concrete. 

"Because he's a part of who you are. More than you like to imagine, | think. Okay, maybe Bill's just a memory 
now, and maybe William was, as you so quaintly put it once | believe ‘an asshole’, but | still see my Will in you; 
every second I'm near you." 

"Fuck" Axl said plainly in reply to this, and wasn't asked to elaborate. 

"So why the sudden crisis over a label Axl? You've always been fine with calling yourself a heterosexual." 

"You sound pissed off." 

The hand on his shoulder tightened perceptibly. 


"Perhaps | was, perhaps | still am. But you're avoiding the fucking subject, Will” 


Axl looked down at the ground, several feet below him, relishing the feeling of peril as his feet itched to step 
back further from the edge. But it was nothing really, Axl might have jumped it if he felt threatened or high 
enough to do so. At that moment though, he was merely utilising the feeling for the confidence the adrenaline 
gave him, always feeling more like himself, and more steady in voice, when he was high on the fight or flight 


impulse. And he needed that to be able to talk about Slash. 

"A friend has.." he spoke slowly, and deliberately, trying to search for the correct words before speaking. "A 
friend has feelings for me. He thinks they'll pass." Axl hands started to tremble, unnoticeable to anyone but 
him. "I've seen the look in his eyes though. They look like yours used to when we first met. | don't think they 
will, and | think it's gonna really fuck us up.” 


"Your friendship, you mean?" Martin questioned the use of the pronoun. 


"Uhh... no," Axl cursed his loose tongue. "Well yeah, but | kinda meant the band" He said it tentatively, but 


heard Martin's sharp inhalation of breath and knew the older man understood the implications. 
"Which one is it then? Izzy?" 


Axl spun round, dislodging Martin's hand in the process and also veering dangerously close to having thin air 


beneath his feet. "What?! No!" His brow furrowed in suspicion. "What made you say that?" 


Martin hid his smile at Axl's reaction. "Nothing especially, he just has that kind of particular quietness about 


him. 
‘Izzy's straight." Axis tone brooked no dissension 

"Straight like you or..?" No dissent from most people anyway. 

"Straight." Axl emphasised the bite of the ‘t, baring his teeth slightly. 

"Are you going to tell me then? Because I've never really met the others anyway." 


Weighing this point in his mind, Axl saw the kind of logic he could relate to in it. "Alright," he conceded, "it's 


Slash, our lead" 
“guitarist.” Martin finished for him. "Interesting. | wouldn't have figured him for the type." 


"Can you stop being so fucking intrigued by my misery and give me some advice already!" Axl moved closer to 
the centre of the roof, gesturing at Martin with his hands even though his back was turned to his old lover. 


"How can | give you advice when you haven't told me the most important thing yet? How do you feel about 
him?" 


Axl became still. 

"He's. he's a good friend. A very good friend. Christ, the things we've been through all together these last few 
years... well, it forms a bond you know. But | don't want to fuck him, Martin. And I'm certainly not in love with 
him!" 

"You'll have to just have to talk to him and let him down gently then 

"Yeah, | know." 

A strange sigh followed the words and Martin frowned at Axl's back. 


"So why are you here, talking to me instead?" 


Axl turned round, and Martin drew in a sharp breath, suddenly faced with painfully sad eyes. For the first 


time in their meeting, Axl was genuinely revealed; his barriers and masks worn down. 
Martin went over to him and drew him into an embrace, lightly resting his chin on the top of Axl's head. 
"You do feel something for him, dont you?" 


He felt Axl nod against his chest, and then the singer pulled out slightly and looked up to catch Martin's gaze. 
Martin thought he looked younger than he had been when they had first met, years ago; Axl's sadness etched 


in his mien, an aura of boyish vulnerability surrounding him. 


"| don't want to go through it again. | can't now! It was so hard before, even with you. | just want to be normal 


Martin, why can't | be normal?" 


Martin went through the words in his head, words he'd spoken to Axl so many times before. How normal 
meant nothing, how his feelings for other men were just as natural as his feelings for women, how Axl didn't 
have to see the love between them.. the love there had been between them... as something tainted and 
destructive. But he knew now that it would be futile; a man feels more powerfully what he believed as a boy 


than what he could be made to believe now, as a man. 
All that came out was a sad sigh as he felt Axl relax against him again, and, 
"Oh, Will.. Have faith, just have faith." 


An hour later the black car's engine sounded once more, and Axl watched it again, his legs dangling over the 
side of the roof and a tightness in his throat. He felt that, perhaps, he could place his faith in Slash. But he 
didn't know whether he could have faith in himself. Suddenly he was struck by an intense feeling of pity for his 
lead guitarist, and he laughed out loud, startling a nearby pigeon who fluttered away indignantly. 


Slash.. you have no idea what you've gotten yourself in for.’ 


Swimming Through Muddy Water 
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Slash shook his head under the pulsing spray of the shower, feeling the water penetrate his thick mane of 
hair. It was the second time in two days he'd jacked off to a vision of Axl. He shivered, and was tempted to 
imagine that the temperature of the water was changing. His indefatigable logic wouldn't let him believe it 
however. Muddled strains of his conversation with Axl kept replaying in his mind. 


“Ashamed of your dirty little secret, are you?" 
Was he? After such brazen touches, how could he possibly be? 


Homosexual.’ The word seemed to float to the top of his consciousness periodically now, and every time it 
appeared, he got more used to thinking it without cringing. fve got homosexual feelings for.. Fuck, | sound like 
such a fucking pussy.’ 


Though he was trying his best, Slash couldn't work out why, when he wasn't around Axl, he felt so effeminised. 
Like some shy, bookish heroine of a trashy romantic novel pining for her bad boy crush. But then, facing Axl, 
Slash felt more of a man than he ever had before. Too violent; too masculine almost. Never before with a 


woman had he felt such a burring desire not just to have, but to fake. 


Slash's hand, lightly touching the tiled wall of the shower where it had previously been braced when he was 
chasing his relief, curled into a fist. Rejection Slash had always despised the anguish of it; though he knew 
nearly everyone else did as well. He knew he should be relieved; the idea of Axl becoming hysterically angry, 
mocking his desire and turfing him out of the band and all his friends’ lives had tormented Slash during both 
waking and sleep. Perhaps he was just on edge because Axl's reaction had been so peculiar, entirely unlike the 


man Slash had grown to know. 


Slash considered the possibility that Axl's views on something like that which Slash was experiencing being 
shared between two men might be more ambiguous than his occasionally flaunted homophobia seemed to imply. 
Had Axl ever experimented, or got the urge to and repressed it? The idea caused a heat in Slash to start 
stirring again and so he switched the shower off, attempting to alleviate any more sexual thoughts by going 
through the mundane tasks of drying and dressing. It worked, to a point. 


Knowing being alone with his thoughts was just making him depressed, Slash left his room, on the search for a 


drinking buddy, preferably Duff. Smiling to himself as the bassist let himself be dragged by the arm off to a 


bar with no protestation whatsoever, Slash pulled his friend through the swinging doors of the nearest bar to 


the hotel that looked dark enough for him to ‘slip into the shadows’, as Axl often put it. 
‘Axl. oh, yeah. Slash was pulled back to his previous fantasies. 
"Shit! Fucking, teenage fucking girl, you pussy." Slash growled. 


Upon hearing this, both Duff and the barman looked up inquiringly. "You talking to me, dude?" Duff asked, 
rather taken aback. 


"No, just talking to myself, man, nothin’ to worry about. Double of Jack mate." 

"Uh huh," Duff replied, his face a blank slate that made Slash think he was rather unconvinced. "I'll have the 
same please." The barman hovered for a moment more, his eyes resignedly flicking between his two new 
customers, before he became busy once more. 

Taking their drinks to the back of the pub, among the gloom and the apparently entrenched layer of smoke 
that suited them so well, Duff and Slash settled themselves among a dying pot plant and a supposedly real 
pressed four leaf clover that had been lovingly framed and placed on the wall. 

"You sure nothing's bothering you, man?" 

Slash didn't meet Duff's soft eyes. 

"Yeah." He mumbled in reply. 

Izzy and | missed you this morning." 

Slash glanced up at this. "What?" 

"Gui-" Duff started. 


"Oh shit, the practice. | forgot man, sorry. Can we reschedule for tomorrow?" 


"Well, | haven't got anything better to do. | don't know whether Izzy'll be around though." Slash raised an 
inquiring eyebrow. Laughing gently and without mockery, Duff said: "He's found a girl he lost. Apparently.’ 


Slash and Duff then simultaneously decided that they should have another drink to make a toast to Izzy's good 


luck. 


A while later, a time both of them were too far gone to accurately tell either by minutes or by drinks, Duff 
had gradually grown more suspicious of Slash's state, a feeling, which though numbed by alcohol, still unsettled 
him enough for him to approach the subject once more, though in a more roundabout way. 


"I heard you had a fight or somethin’ with Axl?" 


Slash looked up, a sudden movement that afterwards he cursed realising that his reaction was making Duff 
even more curious. Oh shit: Oh shit. What has Axl told him? Little fucker.. He said he wouldnt say anything! Slash 
tried to swallow, but felt as if his throat was restricted and that he would gulp. His mouth felt inexplicably 
parched, and he threw back a mouthful of bland liquor. 


"Yeah, kinda. Well, it was nothing really." 


" ‘Zat so?" Duff screwed his forehead up, inadvertantly wrinkling his nose, and Slash chuckled into his glass. It 
was an action Duff would often be seen doing when drunk and perplexed, and like many people he was more 
often perplexed when drunk than when sober. "He was glaring at you when you came in like... like, | dunno," the 
bassist floundered in his search for a suitable simile, and so said instead, "like Axl when he's really pissed off 
at someone. Maybe he was just in a bad mood. | reckon he's been in a fight with someone else too, he had this 


nasty cut on his face. Wouldn't say how it was done." 


Slash mercilessly suffocated the guilt that welled up inside him at being reminded of what he had done in his 


loss of temper. 
"Yeah, | know. Did look a bit painful" He replied flippantly. 
"Oh, so you've seen ‘im since what happened?" 


Clever move, you dumb fuck. Clever move.' Slash tugged on the end of some of his hairs, hoping the slight 
pressure and pain on his scalp would clear his head. It didn't work. With a start, he realised he was terrifyingly 
close to just giving up and admitting to his best friend that he was in.. lust with another guy. ‘Yeah, thatd go 
down well Hey Duff man, you don't think the idea of me fucking Axl is a little gay do you? Nah, me neither.. Ah, 
tuck if. Maybe just a little bit of the truth will work. 


"We bumped into each other after | came back." 
"Did you sort out what you'd been fighting about?" 


Slash's mind flashed back to his hotel room earlier. The look in Axl's eyes; too deep for Slash to see to the 
bottom, to the soul. He thought he knew Axl. How long did it take to figure out the complexities of a brat too 
angry at the world to respond to any affection freely offered to him. Now Slash felt he could see nothing of 
the real Axl, he just floundered in the murky waters of his feline eyes. How the fuck did this happen? Just a 
few months ago | could get pissed off at Axl without wondering what hidden pain motivated his reactions, | could 
sling my arm around him without my heart pounding and my body flushing all over. A few months ago, | was 


happy’ 


A gentle thud pulled Slash, blinking, back to his present. He realised he must have left Duff's question 


unanswered for a while, but then he saw the reason Duff hadn't repeated it. The bassist's tousled blond hair 
covered most of his side of the table, his head lying unmoving on his bony arms. With a wry smile Slash 
tapped him on the elbow, not especially gently, and then hoisted Duff, who was mumbling incoherently, out of 
the booth and together they stumbled out into the chill of the night air. 


It was a short walk back to the hotel and the two men laughed at everything around them, both swaying 
occasionally, offen into one another as if their intoxication drew them to be physically close to each other. For 
the first time in a few days Slash felt his spirits starting to heighten. And then, with the front of the hotel 
within sight, Duff pulled back and wouldn't move when Slash jerked his arm. 


"What, man?" Slash asked, sighing irritably. 


| think you and Axl should be nicer to each other, you know. You're always fighting.’ The street was quiet 
around them, and there was nothing around to distract Slash. All his attention was forced to that naive 
sounding statement. Slash wondered if Duff had, for some godforsaken reason, been pondering his relationship 


with Axl for the whole walk back, and the thought was unsettling. 


Duff didn't seem too worried about the answer, almost as soon as he'd spoken he was on the move again, 
leaving Slash alone and staring after him uncomprehendingly. The guitarist bit down gently on his lower lip, and 
a hurried, slanting rain came, running down his hair and trickling down his neck. He shrugged to no one and 
jogged as gracefully as he could manage to catch up with Duff. Putting an arm round his friend's shoulders, he 


said seriously: 


"Well you tell him that, man" 


Magpie 
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Unseen, deep in the shadows, unfeeling of the rain, calculating eyes watched the two inebriated men, listening to 
their words with a heavy purpose and then discounting them as irrelevant to the reason of his presence. They 
were talking about the other; the one he had seen return earlier. The redhead hadn't noticed him either, for all 
that he looked suspicious of the world around him. None of them had, not even the one he had been tracking 
for days.. His ambitious little magpie; reaching for something too bright, something too far. Soon his feathers 
would be burned. 


The figure crept inside, scanning for any of the five he was watchful for. The two that had just entered had 
gravitated to the small bar the hotel ran. They didn't seem to be drinking, just that the atmosphere was a 
habitual one for them; and they did not look as if they were about to relocate any time soon. He decided it 
would be of little use to stay with them, and besides, he had not caught a glance of his quarry for a while 


now. 
He moved deeper into the hotel and glided up the stairs, trying his best to draw a veil of insignificance about 
himself. It was an easy thing to do, in a way. It was as if just by thinking of yourself as harmless, as so very 


normal and unimportant, anyone around you would dismiss you alike. 


He wondered if that was how his little magpie was, a transparent shimmer of a person, but involuntarily. 


Perhaps that was why he was- 

Moving swiftly, but still quietly, the figure backtracked and flattened himself against the wall round a corner, 
his back pressed tightly against the floral wallpaper. His quarry was heading his way, whistling softly. The tune 
was light, almost jaunty. The figure sneered in a vicious distaste. 

He waited, watching. And then when enough distance was between them, he moved on again. 


FEKE 


Axl took the stairs two at a time, and then walked across the lobby floor with patience, but a visible haste. He 


wanted a drink, and he wanted it where no one from the band would disturb him. 
"Axssss!" His name was called out by a voice that quickly descended into meaningless slurred s sounds. 


Axl scowled. Steven was back, and bounding towards him like a giant, doped, yellow labrador. 


"Nol" Axl said, slightly louder than necessary. But it was too late and within a few seconds he was enveloped in 
a bear hug that smelled of stale drink. His feet were almost lifted off the floor by strong drummer's arms. 
"Piss off, Steven," he muttered into a broad shoulder. 


Just as he thought he had scored a triumph as Steven let him go, Axl heard three lots of raucous male 
laughter coming from the direction of the entrance to the bar. The scowl returned as he looked round to fix 
Slash, Duff and Izzy with a seething glare. Steven just grinned when he saw them, and went toward them with 
an eager, if stumbling, gait, dragging Axl along by the arm. 


‘Aw. All the band together. How sweet’ Axl was sorely tempted to flip God the birdie as he tried to keep as 
much of his dignity as he could while being dragged through a hotel lobby by something that looked like, well 


like Steven when he was as high as a kite in a tornado. 


Steven started hugging random people when they got to the bar and didn't notice the sudden awkwardness that 
grew between the four other men. Both Duff and Izzy looked like they desperately wanted to talk to Axl, but 
away from Slash. Slash meanwhile, was tipsy enough to not feel too uncomfortable, but just couldn't seem to 


make eye contact with Axl. 
"How was lunch?" Axl finally asked, tired of the uneasy silence. 


‘Oh yeah man! | forgot to ask. Is that why you're so happy?" Duff chimed in excitedly, while Slash appeared 
slightly bemused, even though he did know what they were all going on about now, thanks to Duff. 


"| need a fucking reason to be happy?" 
"Why do you think you have frown lines already?" Duff shot back 


Axl took a seat at the bar, not bothering to look behind him to see if the others were following. He deemed it 


a foregone conclusion 


lzzy took the stool next to Axl and ordered a beer. He was served immediately and sat silent for a few 


minutes before answering Axl's question, his slender fingers absent-mindedly peeling the label off the bottle. 


"It was good. | mean, nice, you know. Catching up and all” His voice spoke of a concealed disappointment and 


Duff's face fell. 


"Hey," he said consolingly, “didn't you, like, ‘click’ as much as you wanted to?" His voice was gentle and hesitant 


and Axl knew Duff would have preferred him to do the talking if Izzy was upset. 


But Axl wasn't about to. An indulgent half smile was on his face. They still did not know Izzy as well as he did. 
Many thought he didn't have a sense of humour, but Axl knew he did. It just chose its moments sparingly. Still 
feeling in a hopeful mood though, despite Steven's appearance, or maybe, he admitted to himself, slightly 
because of it; Axl put Duff out of his misery. 


He suckerpunched Izzy on the arm and said: 

"Dude, what really happened?" 

Izzy let out a snigger, amused by his little ruse. And then a more natural grin transformed his face, as he 
took the napkin out of his jeans pocket and showed it to Axl and Duff. He glanced over at Slash, but the 
guitarist was sulking in the corner, smoking a cigarette. At least Izzy assumed he was sulking, as he couldn't 
for the life of him see through the thick veil of curls to discern a facial expression. 

Axl frowned at the scribbled address on the napkin. 

‘It's where I'm meeting her tomorrow evening." Izzy offered a triumphant explanation. 


Duff laughed in relief. "Cool man, you're so in there!" 


"Married, dumbass! | said before: she's married" There was a firmness in Izzy's voice that Axl knew was not 


especially directed at Duff. 

"Doesn't mean nothing, really," Duff said quietly into his hands, defensively. 

"What've you two been up to then?" 

Duff shrugged. "Went drinking with Slash." 

Their expectant attention shifted to Axl. He thought about what to say, and stalled by searching for the 
cigarette packet that was on him somewhere. By the time he found it in his inside jacket pocket, Izzy and Duff 
were looking suspicious. 

"Just out and about," he said innocently. 


"Right," said Izzy, wary of Duff's presence, "so everything okay?" 


"Uh huh." At this, Axl swung his body round on the broken bar stool and hopped off, sidling out the doors. He 


caught Slash's gaze just as he left, and, feeling daring, gave him a smile. 
It was returned, discretely, if with some visible surprise. 


A start. It was a start. 


FEKE 


A pair of eyes watched Axl's exit that did not belong to Slash, or Duff, or Izzy. Nor were they Steven's, who 


was making very unsubtly flirtatious expressions at a middle-aged woman having a calm drink with her 


husband nearby. To him, she looked the epitome of blonde, busty and beautiful. 
These eyes did not stay concerned with the red-head's departure for long though. There were other things to 
deal with, and he really had been gone too long. There was more than one person to track, but only one of him. 


It was a complex game to play, but he knew no one else realised he was playing it, and so he was safe. 


His little magpie was not though. Not safe at all. 


Never Simple 
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It was still raining. It had hardly stopped since the night before; a stubborn, determined downpour. Not a 
torrent, just enough to get your hair dripping and your clothes uncomfortably damp before you could struggle 
to get your umbrella up. The last van of sound equipment had driven away earlier that afternoon, and Duff 
had watched it go, not feeling especially sorry that it signalled the end of their musical revolution in.. in.. the 
town they were in, he did feel rather despondent that it signalled the beginning of the end of their time off 
however. Another drive on the bus, another city, another venue. And yet somehow, the same music, the same 


crowd. 


Scowling inwardly at his sudden moroseness, Duff mentally blamed Izzy. The usually subdued guitarist was 
buzzing around the hotel, stopping in at each of their rooms and asking inane questions about what he should 
wear, and should he be fashionably late.. or was that only for parties? As if any of them would give him any 
answer but "who the fuck cares?" Seeing Izzy so enthusiastic made Duff nostalgic for some reason. He 
thought, perhaps it was because he kept being reminded of those first, important dates in high school when he 


cared. 


They hadn't spoken for three weeks. ‘She's supposed to be my fucking wife and she hasnt returned my messages 
for three weeks. The pain he felt, almost physically, when thinking those words prompted a beacon of hope to 
light up his eyes. Surely if it hurt, that meant he cared. During the days they had spent together in this place, 
every day Duff had checked in at the reception to see if anyone had rung for him. And every day it had felt 


like a necessary chore. 


Today, one day closer to getting home, he missed her. Maybe it was because he hadn't had any alcohol since 


the night before, maybe such introspection was merely born from approaching soberness. 
Or maybe he really wanted her to be there. 


Duff laughed to himself. Everyone sounded hopeful today, most of them for no apparent reason at all, apart 
from Izzy. Axl and Slash were going about their business with the occasional smile, and sometimes Duff 


thought they might be smiling at each other. 


Another reason for him to feel happier than he had for most of the tour. It had started to worry him how 
getting Axl and Slash together in the same room seemed to create a bridge of almost tangible tension that 
affected all those around them. Despite what he had said to Slash the previous day, a little bit of Duff 
wondered whether Slash had in fact been the one to give Axl that cut on his face. He felt uncomfortably 


disloyal thinking it, but he reconciled himself to the idea of them fighting by assuring himself that had it 
happened, it was unlikely to have been one-sided. He knew, personally, that Axl could fight like the fiercest, 
desperate, cornered animal if he felt threatened enough to do so. Most likely, it had just got out of hand and 
Slash had defended himself in the easiest way possible. It wasn't like it was a terribly bad gash, anyway; it was 
starting to heal already and shouldn't interfere with Axl's singing by the time they got to their next gig. Unless 
he decides he wants it to,’ Duff thought uncharitably. 


There were several brief knocks on his door, and Duff called out that it was open. Izzy poked his head into the 
room, trying to look sheepish, but failing miserably due to the nervous smile that kept appearing on his face 


and then being repressed again for shame's sake. 
"Hey man" 


"Hey." The tone was cut off, almost sharp, and Duff felt a slight stab of guilt. But Christ, the guy's acting like a 
b year old A terrified Ib year old' 


Izzy shuffled into the room. "Well, I'm going." Duff nodded. "So, um, how...” 
"Dude, you look fucking fantastic. I'd do ya if | was so way inclined; now piss off." 


Not knowing quite how to reply to that, Izzy smiled again and left Duff's room. The smile faded as soon as the 
door shut behind him though and a pit of anxiety settled in his stomach. Did Alisha realise she was kind of 
leading him on? Of course not, she has no way of knowing what a spineless love-sick puppy you are for her, 
dickhead. If she did, shed fucking split a nib laughing’ Setting his jaw rigid, Izzy sped up his step and tried to look 
calm and collected. He couldn't quite bring himself to find out whether or not his voice would sound steady 
though, so he only replied to Axl's “don't make a fool of yourself asshole, and have fun" with a dismissive 


wave. 


Once out of the front door, he checked the address on the crumpled napkin that resided in his trembling hand 


and hailed a taxi. 


"Er, eight Burrow Lane man, thanks." The rapidly balding man in the front seat turned round, a quizzical look on 


his amiable, round face. 


"Burrow Lane?" The driver's eyebrows drew together in an expression that was half frown, half nosiness. 


"That's a way out, kid. Itll cost you a bit" 


Izzy looked blank for a second. What could he do? He knew he had to go. "That's fine," he replied quietly, 


sounding more sure than he felt. 


FEKK 


The sky had darkened considerably during the time the taxi had spent trundling along the narrow lanes that 


appeared immediately once one left the lights of the city. Izzy leaned his head back against the soft, well worn 
leather of the back of the cab, his eyes occasionally flitting back to the tedious view out the windows. Dark 
shadows of trees and hedges against a midnight blue sky. At least, how the sky looked at midnight in cities 
anyway. He thought back to Lafayette, to the stars at night and how he used to gain a bleak comfort from 
them when he sat shivering on the roof of his garage, too shy to ask a girl out, or to go to the party Bill had 
invited him to, knowing his friend would just abandon him there as soon as he saw someone else of his 


acquaintance, leaving him alone amongst unwelcoming strangers. 


Normally, Izzy would have dozed, but he was too tightly strung, wondering whether he was going to be too 
late. She had said anytime after 8, but he knew normal people didn't stay awake till first light, with groupies or 
just a group of friends, and a good supply of pot. 


Just as he caught a glimpse of the minute hand of his watch just creeping past nine thirty, the rolling motion 
of the vehicle came to a stop and Izzy sat up straight, peering out of the window while the driver calculated 
his charge. "Seventy six dollars that'll be, kid" Izzy handed the money over and got out of the car, turning back 
as he passed the driver's window. He knocked on it gently, and the driver rolled it down with an expectant look 


on his face. 


"Hey thanks, could you come back at.." Izzy struggled to decide on a time, but before he could the driver 
shook his head 


"Sorry son, we're strictly a street service, no bookings." 
"But." Izzy's voice trailed off as the cab turned round and went. ‘Well, fuck’ 


Only then did Izzy look around himself, and raise an eyebrow, for no one else's satisfaction but his own. The 
gravel of the drive crunched under his feet as he pivoted to look at the tall, stone building. Even in the late 
evening's gloom he could tell the house was old, almost as old as houses could be in any relative frequency in 
that area. He knew his parents would have killed for it. 


A gust of chill wind fought under the meagre insulation of his thin black jacket and Izzy shivered, the action 
breaking his torpid observation. Taking in a deep breath, he walked up the driveway and knocked on the door, 
feeling a solid hardwood beneath his hand, and snorting with a distinct lack of surprise. 


He had to wait several, tremulous moments before the door was opened. 

Alisha looked him over with a genuine smile, relief in her eyes. "Hello Jeff, come in" 

"Hey Alisha, sorry | took a while." He followed her down the hallway, chattering nervously about the journey. 
They entered what he presumed to be the living room; a large space, a combination design between mahogany 


and a roaring fire, and the sleek minimalism of a luxury New York apartment. Two empty crystal flutes stood 


by an open bottle of expensive champagne on the coffee table. "Wow. Is this, uh, place yours?" 


The feel of the room pressed down on Izzy. He almost expected dim lighting, candles and mood music to 
complete the atmosphere of seduction. Maybe Duff wasn't so wrong after all. 


Or perhaps this was how successful assistant litigation managers met old friends. How the hell would | know?" 


"No," Alisha laughed, pouring out the champagne. She was wearing a different colour of nail varnish, Izzy 
noticed, than the day before. Her slim fingers had a delicate hold on the glasses, wrapped around the cold stem. 
Graceful and feminine. Izzy tried to swallow past the lump in this throat. "It's a friend's. He's on safari in 


Africa." 


She handed Izzy one of the flutes and he held it awkwardly, not used to the feel of the shape of the glass. 
"Are we toasting to anything?" he asked. 


Alisha ‘hmmed' in vocal thought and sat down on the leather couch, patting the seat next to her and looking 
expectantly at Izzy. As he sat down beside her she pulled her bare feet up onto the couch and leaned back 
into the corner so she could face Izzy, throwing her head back as she did so, making her hair sweep back with 
the momentum and then fall down again to frame her face in chestnut waves. Izzy almost drew back 
physically, completely unprepared for such a forward action from the girl he used to know as modest and 


reserved. 


"How about to a past regained and a friendship reformed?" Alisha's gaze was steady, her eyes not moving 


from his. Her confidence seemed almost absolute. She looked like a famous actress in a classic seduction scene. 
Izzy shifted. "Sure, to er, that," he agreed. 


They clinked glasses and both took a sip of the champagre. Izzy, his increasing nervousness weighing down upon 
him, then tipped back the whole glass. Alisha smiled, coloured dark red lips revealing impossibly white teeth. 


"Some more?" She picked up the bottle. 

"Yeah, thanks." 

Izzy consumed the second glass less briskly while he talked with Alisha. He did not notice that she seemed to 
do most of the talking, so much of it in fact that she had barely even touched her champagne; it seemed 
natural that she should as Izzy could tell she possessed a lot of energy that night. She shone; there was a 
light in her eyes that had not been present the day before. 

Izzy wouldn't let himself decide whether he liked seeing it or not. 


"What do you think Jeff?" 


Upon hearing the question, Izzy realised he couldn't recall what they were talking about. There was a fuzziness 
in his head, one that would have made him expect to feel weary, and yet he did not. Instead, the flickering of 


the candles entranced him, and his vision lapsed into a sensual blurriness of which she was the focus. 


Izzy shook his head experimentally, but the phenomenon did not recede. An anxious flutter made itself known in 
his stomach. He thought perhaps he was coming down with something, but it was not really the season, and he 
did not actually feel ill as such.. just peculiar. He could find no word to describe it properly. It was like dope 


without the emotional high. 
"Hey, ‘lisha," his voice sounded slurred to his ears and he frowned. "Could | have a glass of water?" 


Her mouth closed. It had been hovering open, presumably deciding whether or not to ask him if he was alright, 


Izzy assumed. The frown that was on his face appeared on hers too. 
"Sure," she said, and disappeared into another room. 


In the time that she was gore, Izzy put a hand to his forehead, but could feel no fever. He did feel rather 
flushed though and gave in to the temptation to unbutton some of the top fastenings on his shirt. 


When Alisha returned he downed the water in just a few gulps, and smiled at her in thanks. As he turned to 
her though, he saw a fleeting shadow of hesitation, doubt and anxiety twist her fine, feminine features before 


she managed to school her expression to neutrality. 
"Are y' okay?" Again, Izzy's voice sounded slurred to his ears, and also as if it came from a long way away. 


Alisha smiled, but it seemed a front to Izzy. And yet there was excitement of some kind brightening her eyes. 
She put a hand to his face, and he automatically leaned into the welcome coolness against his flushed skin, his 
eyes closing in pleasure and lassitude. Her hand moved delicately down his neck, until the tips of her fingers 
barely touched the skin that had been revealed when he undid some of his shirts buttons. Time seemed to 
pause, her fingers hovered there and Izzy struggled to think. 


The couch shifted as she leaned her body into him and her hand slipped beneath Izzy's shirt. his eyes snapped 
open and, as if just remembering the situation he was in, and whom he was with, Izzy pulled away and rose 


abruptly from the couch. 


"You're." He was going to say ‘married’, but a second after he stood the blood rushed from his head, and the 


room spun around him. He had just enough time to swear in his mind before the blackness came. 


FEKE 


A few minutes later, Izzy's awareness returned to him accompanied by the sound of a teary voice saying 


‘Jeff over and over again. 


Knowing he did not have the energy to reply to this, he opened his eyes, blinking with discomfort even though 
the light was dim. He was still by the couch, on the floor between it and the table, and he realised he was 


lucky to not have hit his head on the corner of it. His head lay not on the hard floor though, and Izzy noticed 


one of the cushions from the couch was missing. 
He started to rise, but Alisha shook her head and gently pushed him down again. 


He opened his mouth to tell her not to worry, that he'd probably just caught the flu or something, but then 


she burst into tears so suddenly he remained silent in surprise. 


‘lm so sorry Jeff," she sobbed, "| didn't think.. it was just a little bit.. but then you didn’t, | mean | thought it 
would.. Oh god," she wrung her hands and looked so lost and frightened that Izzy became even more confused 


about what was happening. "Should | call an ambulance?" 


1 don't know, what did you fucking give me?! Izzy thought in rising panic after he began to realise what was 
wrong with him. But, as long as he stayed still, he did feel alright. 


"No," he said, and his voice was breathy but strong. "What did you, um?" It was an effort to talk so he fixed 


her with a questioning, and probably rather accusing, gaze. 
She sobbed harder, but gave up and sat down beside his motionless body on the floor, her shoulders slumped. 


"| don't know what it's called. He said it would make you more receptive to.. well, you know," she wiped in vain 
at her eyes, "it would turn you on. | put the dose in the champagne before you came. But then, when it didn't 
seem to work, |." she drew in a shuddery breath, "I put the rest of it in the water. Jeff, | don't know what to 


say. | should have known it wouldn't work. Why would someone like you ever want someone like me?" 


By the time she stopped talking Alisha was not looking at Izzy. She'd stopped crying, but her normally 
impeccable visage lay shaken, her face red and glistening with moisture. Izzy looked at her in dumb amazement. 
It was as if a little girl had become revealed, but the eyes of that girl held so much self-loathing that Izzy 
wanted to cry for her. His sympathy and his affection warred inside him with the anger at what she had done, 


but in the end, his desire to understand won out. 


"Why, Alisha? Why? Why all of this?" Izzy felt less faint, and he was able to rise carefully to a sitting position 
He leaned his head against the edge of the couch and then glanced at her. 


She caught his stare, but then leaned her head against the couch, and moved it back further so all she could 
see was the high, blank ceiling. It was a less frightening sight than the one she saw when she closed her eyes. 


"Perhaps | thought | could find myself again, in you. The girl | used to be. Perhaps | thought if you loved me, 
then his words couldn't possibly be true." 


"Whose words?" 


"Mark's. My husband's" She spat the name with such venom that Izzy flinched. 


Strange Times 
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Axl was being watched. Tired, dark eyes followed fluid movements as long fingered hands meandered, expressing 
their owner's indecisiveness, and then moved frantically, trying to get the words down before they slipped 
away. And if his observer leant at an unnatural angle across his table, he could just see enough of the singer's 
face to smirk affectionately at the aggravated frowns that appeared, with increasing rapidity, as Axl's hand 
could not keep up with his mind and made mistakes. 


The shot glass did not break as it fell to the floor, but made a clatter on the hard, tiled floor of the hotel's 


restaurant. Several heads flicked towards the source of noise, Axl's included. 


‘Well, fuck, thought Slash, feeling mildly guilty as Axl's eyes looked at him penetratingly. To avoid the 
uncomfortable feeling that stare gave him, more than any desire to be tidy, Slash bent down and retrieved the 
empty glass. 


Axl was still looking his way when Slash's head reappeared, and he favoured the guitarist with a derisory 
raised eyebrow before turning back to his work. 


Slash could not help but feel a little hurt by the dismissal, though he knew he probably deserved it. Axl had 
picked up his chewed pen, and its tip hovered over the paper. 


Just as Slash turned to leave, another sound disturbed the quiet of the room as Axl's foot shot out and kicked 
the chair opposite his small, round table so that it skidded across the floor. Slash presumed that unless the 


action was merely born of frustration, as many of Axl's actions were, it must be an invitation. 


He sat down. Axl didn't look up, but the pace of his writing slowed. He never had been comfortable writing when 


someone was watching. 

"Not a pizza box, then?" Slash motioned at the paper. 

Axl glanced up, and loose strands of hair fell over his face as he had not been wearing his bandana since the 
fight so his hair would partially cover the cut on his cheek. It gave him a wild look, Slash thought, as he 


caught the gaze of bright, piercing eyes. 


A half smile appeared on Axl's face. 


"No.." he replied He started to chew on the pen, and Slash knew he was thinking about something. 


It was an awkward silence, and Slash would have given anything to just walk out. But Duff told me to play nice.’ 


"How's your face?" he asked. 
"Healing," replied Axl, in a slightly dreamy voice. There was no hint of accusation in his voice. 


That in itself was so out of place that Slash tried to see Axl's eyes more clearly, but a veil of red hair foiled 
him. He started to see the sudden burst of creativity, and the slow, measured voice in a different light. 


"Axl, are you using?" Slash couldn't keep the surprise out of his voice. 


The singer flicked back his hair and flared his nostrils briefly. Again, Slash was reminded of a wild animal. A 


beautiful wild animal. 
"No." Axl's reply was terse. "Are you?" 


"No," replied Slash immediately, trying not to sound defensive. He hadn't put all that effort into repressing his 


negative feelings toward Axl, and some other stronger feelings, only to be nagged about drugs again 
"Okay. Sorry. Automatic..." Axl prodded at the air with his pin. "Well, you know." 


It was like hitting your head against a brick wall, Slash thought. Why the hell was Axl being so goddamned 


weird’ 


"Axl! What the hell's wrong? Do you want me to apologise again for what happened?" Axl was still making 
random movements with the pen "God!" Slash caught Axl's hand to stop the vexing movement, not thinking 
about what he was doing. As soon as he felt the flash of desire the touch evoked he took his hand away, so 
swiftly that one might have thought the touch was painful. 


He glanced up to see Axl's reaction, praying the blood that had rushed to his cheeks couldn't be seen past his 


dark colouring. 


The singer had fixed him with a searching look, and, as if finding something he wanted to see, Axl broke the 


stare and smiled. 


"Oh, fuck this!" Slash stormed off, his anger at Axl's mockery of him all the more potent because he was 
actually embarrassed. Embarrassed that he had such little control over his body and his feelings. He was 
halfway up the stairs before he even heard the hurried footsteps following him. He turned round in surprise. 


As if pinned by Slash's glare, Axl froze and took in a couple of deep breaths. He suddenly understood why the 


others always said he moved quicker when angered. 


"What, Slash's words were abrupt, and laced with his volatile emotions, "is your problem?" He would have 
advanced on Axl, if the action would not have reminded him so vividly of his actions before when he had 
created this mess. "I'm sorry | kissed you, okay! I'm sorry l'm a fag, if that's what you think | am. l'm sorry" 
He yelled, and expected Axl to tell him to hush his voice. Axl didn't. "Now why can't you just fucking leave it 
alone?" Slash couldn't say anything more. His trembling hand shot out to the banister and he could do nothing 
but watch, a look both of anger and fear on his face, as Axl climbed the remaining steps towards him until 


they stood a matter of a precious few inches apart. 

"Because | don't want to." Axl's voice was steady, but he bit at his lower lip. 

At that moment, Slash felt his intense feelings drain from him. He just felt incredibly tired with everything. He 
sighed. "What are you saying Axl? You've changed your mind? Decided to try and chuck me out of the band 
after all?" Axl opened his mouth, but Slash pressed on, knowing he had to say what he was about to. "Well | 
won't go without a fight, Axl! My feelings for you be damned, | believe in Guns n' Roses as much as you do!" 
"That's great Slash, really. Now will just shut the fuck up so | can kiss you?" 


"No | won't fucking shut up! |," Slash took a step back, hitting the stair rail. "What did you..." 


Oh, finally." Axl suppressed the urge to roll his eyes, and instead took a deep breath for courage and leaned 
forward. His lips touched Slash's almost chastely. It had been so long since he'd kissed a guy. Could he.. 


Despite still shaking with surprise and abject confusion, Slash didn't fight against the instinctive motion to yield 
to the soft touch. A moan sounded as Axl met the increased pressure, and Slash dimly realised it was his own. 


His heart rate leapt, but after just a few more seconds Axl broke away. 


Slash's heart pounded even more rapidly at his sudden fear of having been enmeshed in one of Axl's 


mindgames. ‘God Axi, / always knew you were gonna kill me one of these days’ 
Axl's eyes skimmed across his view of the mostly empty hotel lobby. "We can't do this here," he said quietly. 


Slash somehow found the strength to smile in relief as Axl grasped his wrist and led them into the maze of 


corridors. 


Back in the privacy of Axl's hotel room, Slash placed his hand on Axl's hip and drew him closer for another 
kiss. They bumped teeth as they both fought for dominance, and drew back, smiling; some of the negative 
tension in them dissipating. Axl licked his lips and moaned appreciatively before leaning in towards Slash again 


"| can't," Slash said between the light touches of their lips, "believe... this... is fucking happening." 


"Why not?" Axl's hands found their way beneath Slash's shirt, stroking over the contours of his stomach 


muscles and making Slash shiver. 

"You're straight," replied Slash, his voice muffled as he nipped at Axl's neck. 

Axl sighed with an emotion Slash could not determine. "You're not the first man I've kissed, Slash." 
"No?" Slash glanced up in surprise. 

"You're the honoured second." Axl laughed without much humour. 


Slash put his hands on either side of Axl's face and tipped his face up so Slash could kiss him deeply, 
possessively. Axl accepted it, understanding what Slash was saying by it. His eyes flickered closed and he felt 
true tendrils of desire starting to bind themselves around his body. 


Slash broke away, breathing heavily. "Did he kiss you back? Did he kiss you back like that?" 


| don't want to talk about him now." Axl's fingers undid Slash's shirt and it floated to the ground, lying 
immediately forgotten by their feet. Axl traced the curves and hollows of Slash's collar bone with his lips and 
then took one of the guitarist's nipples in his mouth. Slash hissed and arched his back towards the sensation 
His hands itched to take more control of the situation, but what Axl was doing felt so incredible. Axl's fingers 
danced over Slash's back and as soon as the sensation became ticklish, he would then scrape lightly with his 
nails, leaving trails of warmth all over Slash's skin. Yet his hands seemed unwilling to go below the waistband. 
Slash needed more contact; needed them both to be free of their clothes and needed to have their bodies 
touching. 


He pulled Axl towards him by an arm around the singer's lower back and their groins met. Slash was as hard 
now as he could be sometimes when thrusting into a willing a groupie, the fun almost over. He had been in 
anticipation for ages for a moment he thought would never arrive. Axl gasped at the contact, and then bit 
lightly down on Slash's bare shoulder as his cock hardened. Slash's hands were tugging impatiently at his belt 
and Axl slipped his shirt off, just as Slash undid the fastenings to his jeans and they slipped down his legs. Axl 
kicked them away. Warm hands then circled his cock through the silk of his boxers and Axl sighed in pleasure. 
But the hands were trembling and Axl could tell Slash was near to his release. 


Resuming control, he manoeuveured them over to the bed and gently pushed Slash down onto it. In a few quick 
movements, Slash was divested of jeans and Axl grinned, finding no more cloth beneath them, just his hard 


cock, glistening with precum. 
"Ah... God, Axl!" Slash's voice was husky. "Take those fucking things off and get down herel!" 


Axl laughed, but tore his boxers off quickly, also feeling glad as the restraint vanished. Slash pulled him down 
to the bed and leaned over him, catching his lips in a passionate, hungry kiss. He then paused for a moment, 


shaking. His eyes seemed impossibly bright to Axl, and Slash looked down on him strangely. 


"You are so.." Slash stroked Axl's cheekbone with his thumb. "You really are beautiful." 


And then their naked bodies came fully in contact, their cocks touching, and any reply Axl might have given 
was swallowed as both men gasped. Axl felt bouyant, and strong in a way he had not for months. He flipped 
them over and kissed Slash's lips, then skimmed over his brow and cheeks with butterfly touches. Slash's 
hands stroked down Axl's back and then grasped the round globes of his ass. Their cocks thrust together, but 


beneath the pleasure a tiny coil of alarm made itself known in the pit of Axl's stomach. 
"Slash, | can't.. not yet... 


"Neither could | right now!" Slash gasped back, beads of perspiration on his forehead Their cocks slid together 
again, both slick now. "Axl! I'm going to come!" Slash bit down on his lip as his hips hitched up, seeking for as 


much contact as possible. 
"No, wait. | want to-" 
"| can't fucking wait, Axl!" Slash's voice rose to a higher pitch and he closed his eyes in anticipation 


Axl ignored him and slid down Slash's body. Slash groaned in misery as the friction disappeared just as he was 
about to reach release, but then his cock was engulfed in liquid fire and he shouted hoarsely as he came in 
Axl's mouth. His hips fell back down to the bed as little aftershocks of pleasure overtook his body and he 
opened his eyes. Axl was above him, straddling his hips. He had swallowed, but still some of Slash's come 
escaped from the corner of his mouth and that mouth was smiling a terribly feline smile. Slash drew in a 
sudden breath.. All the things he had seen in his life, and he had never seen someone look so deliciously 


deviant. 


Yet he was lovely to behold and Slash sat up so they were facing each other, Axl's hard cock trapped between 
their sweat slicked bodies. 


"Why did you do that?" Slash reached down and made light, swirling movements over Axl's cock with his 
fingers. 


"l." Axl mouth fell open in silent pleasure at Slash's ministrations. "| wanted to taste you," he said, in a 


breathless whisper, "Slash, please... 


Slash smiled and curled his hand around Axl's cock, pumping it in a gentle rhythm. Axl made what Slash could 
only describe as a mewing sound, and the singer rested his head on Slash's shoulder and started to move his 
hips in time with Slash's rhythm. He buried his hands in Slash's thick hair and found it not to be coarse to the 
touch as he might have expected, then he clenched them, strands of that hair in his hands as he did so, as 
Slash's rhythm increased and then he was coming and he couldn't breathe for that one second that always felt 
like an eternity. 


Slash's hands were at his back, supporting him, and as Axl tumbled back down to earth he let go of Slash's 


hair and put his arms round his neck. He lifted his head from Slash's shoulder and they rested their foreheads 
together, both of them silent, hearing and feeling their breath as it intermingled. 


"Shower," whispered Slash after a few moments, almost inaudibly. 
"Yes." Axl smiled. "Shower." 
But neither of them moved, save to plant light kisses on each other's face when their postcoital lethargy 


allowed it, until Slash finally grumbled that his legs were going to sleep and they staggered to the bathroom as 
if inebriated, unwilling to relinquish the closeness of their bodies. 


